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A 

MIDSOMMER NIGHTS 

, DREAME. 

EHter TlfeJetu,Hippolfta, with others* 

Thefifts. 

|0 w faire HippolitatOixt nuptiall houre 
fOrawes on apace : fourc happy dales bring in 
lAnother Moone : buc oh^me-thinks, how flow 

IThis old Moone wanes .• She lingers my dclires 

Like to a Step-dam,or a Dowager, 

Long withering out a young mans reuenew. 

Htp.Pomc daics Will quickly fteepe themfelues in nights 
Foure daics will quickly drcamc away the time ; 

And then the Moone, like to a filuer bow. 

Now bent in heauen,{hall behold the night 
Ofour folemnities. 

The, Goc PhiloftratCf 

Stirrcvp the youth to merriments. 

Awake the peart and nimble fpirit of mirth, 

Turne melancholy foqrth to Funerals : 

The pale companion is not for our pompc. 

Hippolita,! woo*d thee with my fword. 

And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries : 

But I will wed thee in another key. 

With pompc,withtriumph,andwithreuclling, 

SKter Sgemandhis dattghter Hermfa,a»d Z^/ander, 
Heletta^andDemetritfs, 

Happy be The feus, om renowned Duke. 

Tfcf .Thanks good What’s the newes with thee ? 

E^f.Full ofvexation,come I, with complaint 

A a A* 

















A Midfommer nights Dreamc, 

Againftmy childe,ray daughter Hermitt, 

® Standfoorth Demetriuf. 

My noble Lord, 

This man hath my confent to marry her. 

Stand fcorth Ljfander. 

And my gracious Duke, 

This man hath bewitcht the bofome ofmy childc : 

Thou, thou Ljfa»der,thoa haft giuen her rimes, 

And interchang’d louc tokens with my childc : 

Thou haft by moone-light at her window lung, 

With faining voice, verfes of faining louc, 

And ftoloe the impreflion of her fantafie. 

With bracelets of thy haire, rings,gawde$, conceits. 

Knacks trifles, nofegaies, fweet meates (meffengers 
Of ftrong preuailement in vnhardened youth) 

With cunning baft thou filcht my daughters heart, 

Turnd her obedience (which is due to me) 

To ftubborne harftmeffc. And my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo flic will not here before your Grace, 

Confent to marry with Demetrius^ 

I beg the ancient priuiledge of Athens ; 

As me is mincjl may difpofc of her ; 

Which fliall be either to this gentleman, 

Or to her death, according to our law, 

Immediatly prouided in that cafe, 

The.VJh^x. fay you Hermia ? be aduis’d,faire maid. 

To you your father fhoud be as a God: 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea and one, 

To whom you arc but as a forme in wax 
By him imprinted,and within his power, 

To leauc the figure, or disfigure it : 

Dtmetriut is a worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyfandert The. In himfelfe he is. 

But in this klnde,wanting your fathers voyce, 

The other muft be held the worthier. 

H«r, 



A Midfommers nights Dreame, 

ti T would my father looktbut.with my ey«.^ 

Si R«he yo Jr ryes muft withhis iudgeraent lookt. . 

SlldltarmurcyourGruccrupardoum.. 

Ikn« uot by po«»t 1 um n>>de y<>W- 
In fuch a pr«fence,hctct»P'“'* "“y “8^* * 

Bu.Ibrf«chyourGra« rhatlmayknow 

The wor ft that may befall me in this cafe. 

If I refufe to wed ‘Demetrius. 

rl.Eithcr to die the dcath,or te abiure 

Foreuer the focicty of men. _ 

Therefore fairc H^rw< 4 ,queftion your dchres. 

Know of your youth.examine well your blood. 

Whether (if you yecld not to your fathers ehoyce) 

You can endure the liuery ofaNunne, 

For aye to be in fliady Cloifter me w d 

To liueabarrenfiftcr all your life. 

Chanting faint hymnes to the colde fruitlcfle Moonc. 
Thrice bleffcd they that mafter fo their blood,, 

■ To vndergo fuch maiden pilgrimage, 

.Butearthlier happy is the RofediftiM,^ 

Then that which withering on the vitgin thorne, 

Growcs,liues,and dies, in Angle bleffedneffe. 

Her. So will I grow.fo liuc,fo dye my Lord, 

Ere I will yecld my virginPatent vp 
Vnto his Lord{hip,whofc vnwifticd pake 
My foule confents not to giuc fouerainty. 

Tfcf.Take time to paufe,ahd by the next new Moone, , 
Thefcaling day betwixt my louc and me, 

For eucrlafting bond of fcllowfhip ; 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobcdience to your fathers will. 

Or elfe to wed n^A«^rr/»r,ashc wold. 

Or on Diannes Altar to proteft^ 

For ayc.auftcrity, and Angle life. 

A 3 
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A Midfommer aigfats Dreame. 

®f/w.Rclent fwecte Ly fonder ^ yceld 

Thy crazed title to my ccrtaine right. 

Lyf You hauc her Fathers loMtiDemetrim : 

Let me haue Hermiae ; do you marry him; 

EgepuScoxniaW Lyfotaer^tmcyhc hath my Loue; 
And what is mine, my loue lhall render him. 

And (he is mine.and all my right of her 
I do eftate vnto Demetrius. 

Lyftn.l am my Lord,as well deriu’d as bee. 

As well poffeft : my loue is more then his ; 

My fortunes cuery way as fairely ranckc 
(Ifnot with vantage) as : 

And (which it mote then all thefe boafts can bc^ 

I am bclou’d of beautious Hifrww. 

Why (hould not I then profecute my right > 
Demetrius yWe auouch it to his bead, . . 

Made loue to daughter d ; 

And won her foule ; and Inc (fwcete Lady) dotes^ 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry, 

Vpon this fpotted and inconftant man. 

The.l muft confelfe.that I haue heard fo much. 
And with D emetr ms ythou^x. to hauc fpoke thereof j 
But being ouct full of fclfc-affaires. 

My minde did lofe it.But Demetrius come, 

And come 6geus,^o\x lliall go with me, 

I haue fomc priuate fchooling for you both. 

For you fairc flifr>»/ 4 ,looke you armeyour fclfc^ 

To fit your fancies to your fathers will ; 

Or clfe the Law of Athens yeelds you vp 
(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) i. 

To deathjor to a vow of fingleJife, ^ 

Come my Hifpo/ita ; what chuare my loue? i. ' jh 
Demetrius iad Egeus goeaiongz > 

I muft imploy y ou in iome bufineffe 
Againft out nuptiall,and conferre with you 
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nights Dreame, 

nf fomcthing,oeerely that concernes your felues. 

With duty and defire,we follow you. 

no Jmy loue ? Why U your cheeke fo pole ? 

How chance the rofes there do fade fo faft ^ 

/fer.Belikc for want of raine ; which I could well 

Bctecmethem,fromthcteropeft of ray eyes, 

Lj/.Eigh me ; for ought that 1 could euer teade. 

Could euerhearc by tale or hiftory. 

The courfe of true loue neuer did runne Imoothc, 

But cither it was different in bloud } 

H^r.O croffc !• too high to be inthrald to^ue. 

LWIOr clfeniifgraffed,inrefpcaofyeares ; 

Her.O fpight ! too olde to be ingag d to yong. 
jjyfQi clfe it ftood vpon the choife of friendsj 
ffer.O hcll,to choofe loue by anothers eyes. 

Lj'yiOrjiftherewere afimpathyinchoife,^, . 

Warrc,death,or ficknelTc.did lay fiedge to it ; 

Making it raomentany, as a found j 

Swift as a fhadow ; fbort as any dreame j 
Briefe as the lightening in the collicd night. 

That (in a fpleene) vnfolds bothheauen and earthi; 

And ere a man hath power to fay,bchold. 

The iawes of darknefle do dcuoure it vp : 

So quicke bright things come to confufion. 

ATcr.If then true Louers hauc bin euer croftj 
Itftandsasancdiftin deftiny : - : ^ ^ 

Then let ys teach ogrtriall patience, • 

Bccaufeitisacuftomary croffe, s 

As due to loue,3s thoughts, and drcamcs,and fighes, 
Wifhes and tearcs ; pooreFancics followers. 

Lyf.h good perfwafipn ; tKcrefore heare mtyHermia i 
lhauea widow Ant,a dowager . 

Of great reuene vv, and flie hath no childe. 

From Athens is her houfc remote feuen leagues. 

And fhe rcfpects me, as her oncly fonne ; 

TherCj 



A Midfommer nights Drearne. 

There gentle Hermiaymzy 1 marry thee, 

-And to’that place, the fliarpc yithenianhvf 
Carriot purfue vs.If thou loueft me, then 
Steaie forth thy fathers houfe.to morrow night .• 

And in the wood, a league without the towne 
(Where I did meetc thee once with Hdeita, 

To do obferuance to a morne of May^ 

There will I ftay for thee. 

Her My good Lj/fa»der, 

1 fweare to thee, by Cttfids fttongeft bow, 

By his bed arrow, with the golden head. 

By the fimplicity of V ’.ntti Doues, 

By that which knitteth foules, and profpers lotie. 

And by that fire which burnd the Carthage Queene, 
When the falfe Troyan vndcr fayle was fcenc. 

By all the vowes that eucr ttien haue broke, 

(In number more then euer women fpoke) 

In that fame place thou haft appointed me. 

To morrow ttuely will I meete with thee. 

Z.;-/;Kccpe promife loue,looke here comes Helena. 

‘ £nter Helena, 

Her. God fpcede fairc Tfc/w/*,whither away ? 
Hf/.Call you me fairc ? that fairc againc vnfay, 
Bemetrius loues your fairc : O happy fairc ! 

Your eyes arc loadftars.and your tongues fwcet ayre 
More tuneable then Larkc to Shepheards care. 

When wheate is grecne,when hauthorne buds appearc, 
Sicknefle is catching ;0 were fauourfo. 

Your words I catch,faire Hermiaete I goc, 

My care Ibould catch your voicc,my eye, your eye. 

My tongue Ihould catch your tongues fweet melody, 
Were the world m\ac,Demetri(u being bated, 

The reft He giuc to be to you tranflated. 

O teach me how you iooke,and with what art, 

„ You fway the motion of Demetriw heart. 



A Midfoinmer nights Dreatnc. 

/fW.Ifrowncvpon him, yet he loues meftill* 

Hel.O that your frowns wold teach my fmiles fuch skil 
/fer.I giue him curfes,yet he giues me loue. 

Hel,0 that my prayers could Inch affeftion moouc, 
Her. The more I hate, the more he followes me. 

Hel, The mote I loue,thc more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helena is none of mine. 

Hr/.None but your beauty, wold that fault were minCk 
Her.Tzke comfort : he no more (hall fee my face, 
tyfander and my felfc will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Lyfander fee. 

Seem’d Athens like aParadice to me. 

O then, what graces in my Loue do dwell, 

That he hath turn’d a heauen into hell. 

Ljf.Heleoyo you our mindcs we will vnfold. 

To morrow night, when Pheehe doth behold 
Herfilucr vif3ge,inthcwatry glaflc, , 

Decking with liquid pearlc,thc bladcd grafle 
(A timcjthatlouers flights doth flill conceale) 

Through ty^thens gates,haue we dcuifed to fleale. 

ffer. And in the wood,where often you and I, 

Vpon faint Pimrofe beds,wcrc wont to lye. 

Emptying our bofomes,of their counfelHweld, 

There my Lj/fander,znd my felfe fhall meetc. 

And thence from Athens turne away our eyes 
To feeke new friends and ftrange companions. . 

Farwcllfweete play-fellow, pray thou for vs, . 

And good luckc grant thee thy Demetritts. 

Keepc word Lyfander yse muft ftarue our fight. 

From loiiers foode,till morrow deepe midnight. 

Exit Hermia. 

Ljf, I will my Hermta.Helena adieu, 
Asyouonhim,Z)ewerr<«rdoteonyou. ExitLyf 
fle/.How happy fomc,ore otherfome can be ? 

Through Athens 1 am thought as fairc as (he. 

B But 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Blit whit of thst ? DtttutTitit thinkcs not fo . ■ ^ 

He will not know, what all.but he do know. 

And as he errcs.doting on Hermits eyes ; 

So I, admiring of his qualities : 

Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity, 

Loue can tranfpofc to forme and dignity, 

Loue lookcs not with the eycs,but with the minde. 

And therefore is wingd painted blinde. 

Nor hath loues minde of any iudgementtaftc; 

Wings, and no cycs,figurc,vnheedy hafte. 

And therefore is lone faid to be a childe, 

Bccaufe in choife he is oft beguildc. 

As waggilb boyes in game therofelues fotfwcare; 

So thetioy Loue is periur’d eucry where. 

For ere Detrcmim lookt on Jiermias eyne. 

He haild downe oathes that he was oncly mine. 

And when his haile, fomc hcate from hermiA felt. 

So he di(Tolu’d,and (howres of oathes did melt, 

I will go tell him of faire Hermitu flight : 

Then to the wood will he,to morrow night 
Purfuc her j and for this intelligence. 

If I haue thanks,it is a deare e^cpence r 
But heerein ineanc I to enrich my paine, 

To haue his fight thither, and backe apinc* 

Enter ^ince the (Carpenter, Snug the I yner^ Bottome the 
rVeauer,Vlute the Bellom-mndeTySnout the Ttnk^,& Starue- 
ling the Tajlori 

Q^n. Is all our company hccre ? 
iBor. You were beft to call them generally^ man by man, 
a<;cording the ferippe. , 

,^^(».Here is the fcrowle of cuery mans name, which is 
thoght fit through all Athensjto play in our Entcrlude, be- 
fore the Duke & the Dutchcs,onhis wedding day at night, 
5(ir.Firft good Fcrer Qmncey fay what the play treats on; 

then read the names of the Aftors .• and fo grow to a point. 

Qu^ce» 




Exit, 



A Midrommer nights Dreann e. 

Qms. Marry our play is the luoft lamentable Comedy, 
and^oft cruell death of tyramus and Ththie; 

Bot.S very good peece of worke.I aflure you, U ^ 
ry.Now good Peter ^hice, call foorth your Adtors by the 

fcrowle.Maftcrs fpread'your fclucs. 

^«i«.Anfwcr as I call you.Nick^Bottomethe Weaiicf. 
Aor. Ready ; name what part I am for, and proceed. 
^tn.Yoa Ntch^otteme are fet downe for Pjramtu. 
^.What is Pyramtu , a loner, or a tyrant ? 

Ouin. A louer that kils himfelfc meft gallant,for loue. 
'sit. That will askc fomc teares in the true perfourming 
of it,if I doe it, let the audience lookc to their eyes ; I will 
moue ftormes; 1 will condole in fome meafure. Tothereft 
yet, my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could play.£rc/« 

rarely ,qr a part to tcare aCat in,to make all fplit the raging 
Rocks ; and ftiiuering fhocks fhall breakc the locks of pri- 
foA gatcs,and carre fliall (bine from farre, & make 

and matte the foolilh Fates.This was lofty. Now name 
the relVofthc playcrs.This h £rdes vaine, a tyrants vainc ; 
'a louer is more condoling, o ; 

Quin. Francis F lute t\ieQeMoyies-mendev. ; ' ' 

Flu.}ieete Peter Quince, 

^»/«.Youmuft takcT^/n^onyou. V 

fAr.What is a wandring Knight? 'C 

^«/«;lt is the Lady that ^r4»»«amufl: loue, (ming 

f/.Nay faiihjlet not me play a woman, I hatie a beard eo- 
,^^«.That’s al one,y6u fhal play it in a Maslte, and you 
may fpcake as fmall as you will, - - 

Bot, And I may hide my face, let me play to : lie 

fpcake in araonftrous little vayce^ Thipte, Thi/ne, a]A Pyra- 
muf my louer deare, thy Thisby deare, and Lady deare, 
^um.^o no, you muft play Pyratntu.ic F(ute,youThhbj, 
Bot,\Mc\\, proceed. Qu,Robm Starueling the Tailor, 
StarMtexe Peter Qmnce, 

Q^RebinStarueling,yovimvi^y\ayThtsbiesvaoi}ciex: 

B 2 Tom, 







A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

TotnSnowtf^tTvck^t* 

S»n»t.Wttt Peter QtAHce. , ^ , 

Q«m. You,fjfr4«»«i father i my fclfc,7*«w« father; 
Sn^e the Ioyncr,you the Lyons part : and I hope here is 
a play fitted. 

S«»^.Haue you the Lyons part written ? pray you if it 

bc,giue jt me.for 1 am flowe of ftudy. 

Qmn. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the Lyon too, I will roare.that I will 
do any mans heart good to heatc me.I will roare, that I 
will make the Duke fay,Let him roare again, let him roare 
againe. 

i^iw.If you ftiould do it too terribly .you would fright 
the Dutchelfc and the Ladies.that they would ftirikc, and 
that were enough to hang vs all. 

>4//. That would hang vs euery mothers fonnc. 

Bet. I grant you friends, if you fliould fright the Ladies 
out of their wits, they would hauc no more difcretion but 
to hang vs : but I will aggrauatc my voyce fo, that I will 
roare you as gently as any fucking Doue; I will roare you 
and t’were any Nightingale. 

Qu^tff.Yoa can play no part hvtPiramui, for Piramtu is 
a fweet fac*t man.a proper man as one ihal fee in a fommers 
day ; a moft louely gentlemanlike man.thereforc you muft 
needs play Piremtu. 

^gof.Well,I will vndcrtake it.What beard were 1 beft to 
play it in ? 

Why .what you will, 

Bot.l will difcharge it,in eytheryour draw-colour beard, 
your orange tawny beard, your purple in graine beard, or 
your french crowne colour beard,your pcr6t yellow* 
,Q»»».Spme of your french crownes haue no haire at all ; 
and then you will play bare fac*t. But maflers heereare 
your parts, and 1 am to entreat you,requcft you, and defire 

you. 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

vou.to con them by too morrow night : a"*!™*®**™* 
the oalacc wood, a mile without the townc^ by Moonc- 
lieh^ there we will rehettfe : for if we mcetc in the Citty, 
we fhall be dogd with company, and our deuifes knowne, 
In the meane time, I will draw a bill of properties, iuch as 

outplay wants.Iprayyoufaile me not, 

Bot. We will meete, and there we may reheartc more 
obfcetiely and couragioufly. Take paines,be perfit, adieu, 
^i»,At the Dukes oke we meete. 

Sor.Enoughjhold or cut bow-ftrings. Exeunt i 

Enter a fairy dt one doore, and Rohin good-fellow 
at another* 

Robtn.Wo^ now fpirit,whethcr wander you ? 
fsi/.Oucr hilljoucr dalcjthroughbnfh, through brier, 
Oucr parkc,ouer pale, through flood,through fire, 

1 do wander euery where, fwiftcr then the Moons fphcrc ; 
And I feme the Fairy Queene, to dew her orbes vpon the 
The cowflips tall, her penfioners be, (grccnc. 

In their gold coats, fpots you fee, 

Thofc be Rubies (Fairy fauoUrs, 

In thofe frecklcsjliue their fauors, 

I muft goefecke fome dew drops here. 

And hang a pearlc in euery cowflips eare. 

Farwcll thou Lob of fpirits.llcbe gone. 

Out Queene and all her Elues come here anon, 

Rob.Tht King doth kcepehis Rcuels heere to night ^ 
Take heed the Queene come not within his fight. 

For Oberon is palling fell and wrath. 

Bccaufe that lhe,as her attcndant,hath 
A louely boy ftollen from an Indian king, - 
She neucr had fo fweete a changeling. 

And icalous Oberon would haue the childe, 

Knight of his traine, to trace the Forrefts wilde. , 

But Ihc, perforce with.hold$ the loued boy, 

Crownes him with flowers, and makes him all her ioy. . 

B 3 And 
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A Midforttmernights Dreamc. 

A nd now they neucr raccte in groue,or grqcne. 

By fountainc clccrc.or fpangled ftarlight il«cne. 

But they do fquarc,that all thear Elucs tor feare' . 

Crcepc into acorne cups, and hide them there. 

F4/.Either I miftake your ihapc and making quite. 

Or elfc you are that (hrcwd and knauiQi fpirit. 

Call’d Ro^ittgood-fellow.hxe you not hec. 

That frights themaidens of the Villagree, 

Skim milke,and fometiroes labour in the quernc. 

And bootlefle make the breathleffe hufwifc chcrnc. 

And fometime make the drinke to bcare no barmc, 
Mif-leadenight-wanderers,laughing at their harme, 

Thofc that hobgoblin call you, and fwecte Puck, . 

You do their worke,and they (hall haue good lucke. 

Arc not you he ^ (the night, 

/Jo^.Thou fpcak’ft aright ; I am that merry wanderer of 
I icaft to O^fro»,and make him fmile. 

When I a fat and beane-fed horfe beguile ; 

Neighing in likenclfe of a filly foalc. 

And fometime lurkc I in a goflips bole, 

In very likeneffe of a roftcd crab. 

And when (he drinkes,againft her lips I bob. 

And on her withered dewlop poure the ale. 

The wifcft Aunt telling the faddcft tale. 

Sometime for three footeftoole,miftakcth me, • 

Then flip I from hcrbum,downc topples flic, 

And tailour cryes,and fals into a coffe. 

And then the whole Quire hold their hips, and Ioffe, 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze,and fwearc, , 

A merrier hourc was neuer wafted there. 

But roomcFairy,hcre comes 

Em. And here my miftreffc ; would that he were gone, 
enter the King of Fairies at one deore with his trai»e^.a^_ 
andthe Queenettt another with herSm o 7. • 

Oh.lM met by raoone-light,proud Tjtanut, 

Q^en, 
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A Midfommerniglits Drcame. 

^«ww#.What,iealous Oheron t Fairy skip hence. 
Ihateforiwornehis bed and compatiy. 

Ob Tarry raiK wanton 5 am not I thy Lord . 
0«.Thenlmuftbctby Lady; but I know 

Whw thou haft ftollen away frorn Fairy Land, 

Andinthcftiapeof Cm».fatallday, 

Playing on pipes of corne,and verfing louc. 

To amorous Fhillida.Vlh^ art thou here 
Come from the fartheft ftcepe of Indta ? 

But thatforfooth the bouncing Amax^on., 

Your buskind miftreffe,and your warrior loue, 

To Thefeus muft be wedded ; and you come. 

To giue their bed ioy and profperity. 

O^.How canft thou thus for fliame,7)M»»<r, 

Glance at my crcdite,with Hippolita ? 

Knowing I know thy loue to _ 

Didrt not thou Icade him through the glimmering night 

From ?er/g#»» 4 ,whom he rauiflied f 

And make him wit h faire Eagles breake his faith 

With Ariadne, Antiopa > 

^#».Thefeare the forgeries of icaloufie. 

And neucr fince the middle Sommers fpring. 

Met we on hill, in dale,forreft or mead. 

By paued fountaine,or by ruftiy brookc, 

Or in the beached margent of the fea. 

To dance our ringlets to the whiftling winde. 

But with thy brawles thou haft difturbd our fport. , 
Therefore the windes,pyping to vs in vaine. 

As in reuenge,haue fuckt vp from the fea. 

Contagious fogs ; which falling in the Land, 

Hath euery pelting riucr made fo proud, 

That they haue ouev-borne their Continents. 

The Oxe hath therefore ftreicht bis yoke in vaine. 

The ploughman loft his fweat,and the grccne Copne; 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attaind a beard t 
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which Ihc with pretty and with fwimoiing gate, 
Following (her wombe then rich with my young fquire) 
Would imitate, and faile vpon the Land, 

To fetch me trifles, and returnc againc, 

As from a voyagc,rich with merchandize. 

But fne being mortall,of that boy did dye. 

And for her fake do I reare vp her boy. 

And for her fake I wjll not part with him. 

O^.How long within this wood intend you flay? 
^wew.Perchancc till after Thefew wedding day. 

If you will patiently dance in our Round, 

And fee our Mobne-light rcueIs,go with vs j 
If not.fhun me and I will Ipare your haunts. 

O^.Giue me that boy.and I will go with thee. 

^.Not for thy Fairie Kingdome.Fairies away : 

We fhall chide downe rigbt,if I longer flay. Exeunt^ 

Welljgo thy way : thou flialt not from this groue. 
Till! torment theefor this iniury. f 

My gentle come hither ; thou ren^embreft 

Since once I fat vpon a promontory. 

And heard a Meare-maide bn a Dolphins backe^ 

Vttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath. 

That the rude fea grew ciuill at h^rfong. 

And certaine ftarres Ihot madly from their Spheares, 

T o heare the Sea>maid$ mufleke. 
remember. 

O^.That very time 1 fay (but thou couidft not) 

Flying betweene the coldeMoone and the earth, 

Cuftd all arm’d ; a certaine aime he tookc 
At a faire V eftall,throncd by Weft, 

And loos’d his loue-fhaft fmartly from his bow. 

As it ftiould pierce a hundred thoufand hearts, 

But I might fee young Cuftds fiery fhaft 
Qg^encht in the chafte beames of the watry Moone ^ 

And the imperial! V oireflc pafled on, * 

C lu 
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The fold ftands empty, in the drowned field. 

And Crowes are fatted with the murrion flock©. 

The nine mens Morris is fild vp with mud. 

And the queint Mazes in the wanton greenc. 

For lacke of tread, are vndiftinguifhablc. 

The humane mortals want their winter heerc. 

No night is now with hymme or carroll bleft ; 

Therefore the Moone (the gouerneffe of floods) 

Pale in her anger, wafhes all the aire j 
ThatRhcumaticicc difeafes do abound. 

And through this diftcmperature,we fee 
The ftafons alter ; hoared headedfrofts 

Fall in the frelh lap of the crimfon Rofe, 

And on old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne. 

An odorous Chaplet of fweete Sommer buds 
Is as in mockery fet.The Spring, t||e Sommer, 

The childing Autumne,angry Whiter change : 

Their wonted Liuefies.and the mazed World, 

By their increafe,now knowes not which is which ; 

And this fame progeny of euils. 

Comes from our debate, from our diflention. 

We are their patents and originall. ^ 

0^cro».Do you amend it then,it lyes in you, 

Why (hould crofle her ? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy. 

To be my Henchman. 

^ecw.Set your heart at reft, 

The Fairy land buies hot the childe of me. 

His mother was a Votrefle of my order. 

And in the fpiced Indian aire, by night 
Full often hath (he goflipt by my fide. 

And fat with me on yellow fands. 

Marking th’embarkcd traders on the flood. 

When we haue laught to fee the failcs conceiue. 

And grow bigbellicd with the wanton winde. 

Which 




A Mi Jfommer nights Dreame. 

In nitiden meditation, fancy free. 

Yetmarkt I where the bolt of feL 

It fell vpon a little wefterne flower ; 
Before,milke-white ; now purple with loucs wound. 
And maidens call it.Loue in idlencffe. 

Fetch me that flower ; the hearb I (he w’d thee once. 
The iuyee of it, on fleeping cye-lids laidc. 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next liuc creature that it fees. 

Fetch me this hearbe,and be thou here againc. 

Ere the Leftuthan can fwim a league. 

ptt. Wt put a girdle about the earth, in forty minutes 
OberonMMxng once this iuyee, 
lie watch 7/r<»«/<*,whcncc flie is afleepe. 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes .* 

The next thing when (he wak ing lookes vpon, 

(Be it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull,- 
On mcdling Monkey,or on bufie Ape^ 

She (hall purfuc it,with the foulc of loue. 

And ere I take this charme off from her fight, 

(As I can take it with another hearbe) 

He make her render vp her Page to me. 

But who comes hecre ? I am inuifiblc. 

And I will ouer-heare their conference. 

Enter DemetritUyHeUntt following him, 

Deme.l loue thee not,thereforc purfue me not. 
Where is Lyfander,in(\ fairc Hermia ? 

The one He (f ay,thc other flay eth me. 

Thou toldft me they were ftolne vnto this wood ; ^ 
And here am I ,and wood within this woody 
Becaufe I cannot raecte my HermU. 

Hence, get ihce gone,and follow me no more. 

Hel.'i ou draw me,you hard-hearted Adamant, 
But yet you draw not Iron,for my heart 
Is true as fteele.Lcaue you your power to draw. 
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And I (hall haue no power to follow you. 

Deme.Do I entice you ? do I fpeakeyou faire i 
Or rather do I not in plaineft truth. 

Tell you 1 do nor,not I cannot loue you i 

H^.And cuen for that do 1 loue thee the more j 
I am your fpaniell, and DewetntUt 
The moreyou beate me, I will fawne on you. 

Vfe me but as your fpaniell ; fpurnc mc,ftrike me, 
Negledf mc,lofc me ; onely giiie me Icaue 
(Vnworthy as 1 am) to follow you. 

What worfer place can I beg in your loue, 

(And yet a place of high refpeft with me) 

Then to be vfed as you vfeyour dog. 

2>«».Tempt not too much the haired of ray (piric, 
I am ficke when I do looke on thee. 

Hel. And I am ficke when 1 looke not on you. 
Deme.Yoa do impeach your modefty too much. 
To leauethe Citty.and commit your felfe 
Into the hands of one that loues you not, 

T o truft the opportunity of night. 

And the ill counfell of a defert place. 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Hel.'iova vertue is my priuiledge : for that 
It is not night when I do fee your face. 

Therefore 1 thinke I am not in thfe night. 

Nor doth this wood lacke worlds ofcompany. 

For you in my relpeft arc all the world. 

Then how can it be faid I am alone. 

When all the world is here to looke on me ? 

2)ctw,!1c run from thee,and hide me in the brakes. 
And leaue thee to the mercy of wilde Beafts. 

//e/.The wi[deft hath not fuch a heart as you ; 
Runne when you will, the ftory (hall be chaung’d : 
Ayes, and DafhnahoXAs the chafe ; 

The Doue purfues the Gri£Ten,the milde Hinde 
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Makes fpced to catch the Tygre.Bootleffc fpeedc. 

When cowardife putfues.and valor flyes. 

Demet.l will not ftay thy queftion$,let me go j 

Or if thou follow me,do not belecue, 

But I fhall do thee mifehiefe in the wood. 

Hel. I.in the Temple.in the Towne,and Field 
You do me mifchiefc.Fyc Demtrius, 

Your wrongs do fet a fcandall on n>y fex : 

We cannot fight for loue,as men may do ; 

We fliould be woo’d, and were not made to wooe. 
lie follow thee and make a heauen of hell. 

To dye vpon the hand I lone fo well. Exit, 

O^.Fare thee well Nymph, ere be do leauc this groue. 
Thou (halt flye him, and he (hall feeke thy loue. 

Haft thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer* 

Enter Pucke. 

there it is. 

O^. I pray thee glue it me. 

I know a banke where the wilde time blowes. 

Where Oxflips and the nodding Violet growes. 

Quite oucrcanoped with lufliious woodbine. 

With fweete muske rofe$,and with Eglantine} 

There fleepes 7>r<*»/<i,fometime of the night, 

Luld in thefcflowcrs,with dances and delights . 

And there the fnake throwes her enammeld skinne. 
Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in. 

And with the iuyee of this,Ile ftreake her eyes, 

And make her full of hatefull fantafies. 

Take thou lome of it,and feeke through this groue; 

A fweete Athenian Lady is in loue 

With a difdaincfull youth : annoint his eyes. 

But do it when the next thing he cfpies, 

May be the Lady*Thou ftialt know’the man, • 

By the garments he hath on; 

Effeft it V vith fome carejthat he may proouc 
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More fond on her,then (he ^ 

^pipe^e^t^my feruant (hall do fo. S^eunt. 

Enter Queene of fairies, with her tratne. 
Q^en.Cot^^ovt a Roundel!, and a Fairy fong ; 
The^or the^hird part of a minute hence. 

Some to kill cankers in the muske rofe buds, 

S°re warre with Reremife.for their leathern wmgs 
To makemy fmallEluCs coates,and lome keepe backe 
The clamorous Owle.that nightly hootes and wonders 
At our queint fpirits : Sing me now afleepe. 

Then to your offices, and let me reft. 

Fairies fng. 

Toft fpottedfnakes with dofthle tongue, 

Thorny Hedgehogges henotfeene. 

Newts and hlinL wormes do no wrong 
Come not neere otrr Fairy qtteene, 
phtlomele with melody, 

Singin onrfweett Iftllahy, j. • 

Nefterharme,nor/j>ell,norcharme, 

(fame ottr lonely Eady nye, 

Sogoodnightwith Lullahy , 

i, Fairy. IFeauing Spiders come not heere, 

Bence you long legdSpinders, hence ; 
beetles hlacke approch not neere ; 

Worme nor Snajle do no offence* 
phtlomele with melody ,(f‘c . 

i.Fai.Hence away, now aH is well% 

One aloofe^fland CentineU, 

Enter Oheron, 

O^.What thou feeft when thou doft wake. 

Do it for thy thy true loue take ; 

Loue and languifh for his fake. 

Be it Ounce,or Catte.or Beare, 
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Pard,or Boa;e with briftled haire. 

In thy eye that (hall appeare. 

When thou wak'ft,it is thy deare. 

Wake when feme vile thing is neere, 

SKter Lyfander and Hermia^ 

£,y/;Faire loue,you faint with wandring in the woods. 
And to fpeake troth 1 haue forgot our way : 

Wee’I reft vs Hermtajil you thinke it good. 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her 3c it fo Lyfander ; ftnde you out a bed. 

For I vpon this bankc will reft my head. 

Lyf.Oac turffc (hall ferue as pillow for vs both. 

One heart, one bed,two bofomes,and one troth. 

flVr.Nay good Lyfander for my fake my dearc 
Lie further off yet,do not lie fo neere. 

Lyf.O take the fence fweete,of my innocence, 

Louc takes the meaning, in loues conference, 

I meanc that my heart vnto yours is knit. 

So that but one heart we can make oHr. 

Two bofomes interchained with an oath. 

So then two bofomes, and a Angle troth. 

Then by your fide,no bed-roome me deny. 

For lying fo, Hermia,! do not lye. 

Her.Lyfander riddles very prettily; 

Now much bcfhrew my manners and my pride. 

If Hermta meant to {vj^Ly funder lied. 

But gentle friend, for loue and courtefie 
Lie further off.in humane modefty, 

Suchfcparation.as may well befaid. 

Becomes a vertuous batchelIor,and amaide, 

. Sofarrebc diftant,and good nightfwcet friend ; 

Thy louc ncre alter till thy fweete life ende. 

Ljp/; Amen,amen,to that faire praier, fay I, 

And then end life,when I end loialty ; ♦ 

Heere is my bed,fleepc giue thee all his reft. 



Her, 



' 1 






E 






A Midfommers nights Dreame. 

ii/w.With balfe that wifli,the wifliers eyes bepreft. 
Enter Pneke, 

?»f^.Through the Forreft haue I gone. 

But Athenum finde I none. 

On whofc eics I might approue 
This flowers force in flirting louc. 

Night and filcnce; who is heere ? 

VVeedcs of Athens he doth wcare » 

This is he (my maftet faid) 

Defpifed the Athenian maide : 

And heere the maiden fleeping found. 

On the dankc and dirty ground. 

Pretty foule,llie durft not lye 
Neere this lack-loue,this kill* cur tcfic. 

ChuMc.vpon thy eyes 1 throw 

All the power this charme doth owe ; 

When thou wak’ft,lct loue forbid 



Slccpe bis fcate,on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when 1 am gone .* 

For I muft now to Oheron. Exit, 

Enter Demetrius and Helena running, 
iTc/.Stay .though thou kill me, fweete 'Demetrius, 
De.l charge thee hencc,and do not haunt me thus, 
Hel.O wik thou darkling Icauc me ? donot fo, 
De.Stzy on thy perill,! alone will goc. 
iHel.Ol am out of breath^n this fond chafe. 

The more my praier ,the lefler is myjgrace, , 

Happy is Bfr»»/<<,wherefoere fhe lies ; 

For (he bath blefted and attvaftiue eyes. 

How came her eyes fo bright? Not with fait teares. 
If fo,my eies are oftner walht then hers. 

No,no, 1 am as vgly as a Beare ; 

For beafts that meete roe,runne away for fearc, 
Therefore no maruatle,though Demetrius 
Do as a monfter,flic my pteftnee thus. 
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What wicked and diffcmbling glaffc of mine. 

Made me compare with Hermias fphery eync ? 

But who is here, Ly fancier on the ground ? 

Dead or afleepe ? I fee no bIood,no wound, 

Ljfander,\f you Hue,good fir awake. 

Lyfhnd run through fire 1 will for thy fweet fake, 
Tranfparant nature fhewes arte. 

That through thy bofome makes me fee thy heart. 

Where is Demetrim ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perifli on my fword ! 

HelS>o not fay fo Lypmder.hy not fo : 

What though he loue your Hermia i Lord,what though ? 
Yet Hermia ftill loucs you j then be content. 

LyfContmt with Hermia ? No,I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her haue fpent. 

Not Hermia^ux. Helena now I loue ; 

Who will not change a-Rauen for a Douef 
The will of man is by his reafon fwai’d : 

And reafon faies you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe vntill their feafon j 
So I being young, till now ripe not to reafon. 

And touching now the point of humane skill, 

Reafon becomes the Marlhall to my will. 

And leads me to your eyes, where I orclookc 
Loues ftoties, written in Loucs richeft booke. 

Hr/.Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? 
When at your hands did I deferue this fcorne ? 

Ill not enough,ift not enough, young man. 

That I did neuer,no nor neuct can, 

Deferue a fweete looke from Demetrim eye. 

But you mud flout my infufficency ? 

Good troth you do me wrong (good-footh you do) 

In fuch difdainfull manner,mc to wooe; 

But fare you well ; perforce I mull confefle,' 

I thought you Lord of more true gcntleneffc. 

Oh# 
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Oh, that a Lady of one man refvs’d, ^ 

Should of another therefore be abus'd. Exit, 

LjfShc fees not Hermta : JTCT'ww.fleepe thou there, 
And ncucr maill thou come Lyfander neere; 

For as a furfet of the fwcetcll things 

The deepen loathing to the llomackc brings | 

Or as the herefies that men do leaue. 

Are hated moll of thofe they did deceiue 5 
So thou,my furfet, and my herefie, 

Of all be hated j but the moll of me ; 

And all my powers addrelTe your loue and might. 

To honour Heten,ind to be her Knight. Sxit, 

/Ttfr.Helpe me Lyptnder^hclpcmci do thy bell 
T o plucke this crawling ferpent from my breft. 

Aye me,for pitty ; what a dreame was here ? 

Lyfander looke,ho w I do quake with feare r 
Me-thought a ferpent eate my heart away. 

And you fat fmiling at his cruell prey. 

Ly fonder, vA\itttmoo\£d ? LyfanderyLatd, 

What, out of hearing.gone ? No fonnd,no word ? 

Alacke where are you f Ipeake and ifyou heare ; 

Speake of all loues ; I fwound almoll with feare. 

No.thcn I well perceiuc you are not nye, 

Eyther death or you ilefinde immediately. Sxit, 

Enter the flawnes. 

Bat, Arc we all met ? 

.^/■«.Pat,pat,and heres amaniailous conuenient place 
for our rehearfall.This greene plot lhall be our llage, this 
hauthorne brake our tyring houfe,and we will doe it in ac» 
tion,a$ we will do it before the Duke. 

Bot. *Peter quince} 

Peter.Whit faill thou,bully 'Battome'i 
'Bat. There are things in this Comedy of Btrammvtid 
Ti&if^,that willneucrpleafe. Firll,F/r4«»iw niuft draw a 
fword to kill himfclfe ; which the Ladyes cannot abide. 

D How 
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H ow anfwer you that ? 

S«fl«f.Berlakcn,a parlous feare. 

Star^l bcleeuc wc inuft Icaue the killing out, when all is 

a whit, Ihauc a dcuicc to make all well. Write 
me a Prologue, and let the Prologue feeme to fay, wee will 
do no hartne with our fwords, and that PjramHt is not kdd 
indeed : and for the more better aCfurance, tell them that I 
Piratnui am not Piramus)o\xt Bottomc the V\ eauer j this will 

put! hem out of feare. 

WelljWe will haue fuen a Prologue,and it lliall be 

written in eight and fixe. 

^ot. No,makcit two more, let it be written in eight & 
not the Ladies be afeard of the Lyon ? 

5 r<ir.l feare it,I ptomife you. 

Bot. Mafters.you ought to confidcr with your felfc, to 
bring in (God fnield vs) a 1 yon among Ladies, isamoft 
dreadfull thing . For there is not a more feaiefull wilde 
fowle then your Lyon liuing: and we ought tolookc to it. 

Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not a 

Bot, Nay, you muft name his name, and halfe his face 
muft be feene through the Lyons ncckc, and hee himfclfe 
muft fpeake through, faying thus,or to the famedeffeft; 
Ladies,or faire Lad'.es, I would wifti you, or I would rc- 
queft yoUjor I would entreat you, not to feare,notto trem- 
ble : my life for yours.lf you ihinke I come hetber as a Ly- 
on, it were pitty of my life. No,/ am no filch thing,/ am a 
man as other men arc ; and there indeed let him name his 
namc.andtell them plainly he is 5 K«£thcioyner. 

Quin. Well, it ftiall be fo ; but there is two hard things, 
that is.to bring the Moone-light into a chamber : for you 
know,Wr^i««< and meete by Moone-light. 

5»,Dotb the Moone Ihinc that night we play outplay ? 
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Bettom.K Calender,a Calender,looke in the Almanack, 
findc out Moone-ftiinc,findc out Moonefliine. 
a^».Ycs,it doth (bine that mght. 

Why then may you Icaue a 

chambetwinLw (whereweplay) open, and the Moone 

may (bincinatthc cafemeut. ■ • u n. r.v./^fne Xr 

Quin I or clfc one muft come in with a bufti of thorns,& 
a l«rthorne,and fay he comes to disfigure,or to prcfcnc the 
perfon of Moonc-lbine, Then there is another thing, we 
muft haue a wall in the great Chamber j for and 

ThtsS^y (faies theftory) did talke through the chinkc ot « 

S».You can ncucr bring in a wall. What fay you Botumet 
"Botu Some manor other muft prefent wall, and let him 
haue fomc plafter, or fome lome, or fome rough catt about 
him,tofignificwall;orlethim hold his fingers thus; and 
through that cranny ,(bail Piramm and Thisbj whifper. 
“-:g£</«.Ifthat may bc.then all is well. Comc,fit downe c- 
UC 17 mothers fonnc,and rchearfe your parts. TtrAmnSy you 
begin ; when you haue fpoken your fpeech,enter into that 
Brake,and fb cuery one according to his cue. 

Bnter Robin, 

iZo^.What hempen homc-fpiins haue wc fwaggring here. 
So necrc the Cradle of the Fairy Qycene ? 

What.aplay toward? Hebe an auditor, . 

An a61or too pcrhaps,if 1 fee caufe. 

;Q«;«.Speakc Piramus, Thisbj forth, 

pir,Thisbyy'Cnt flowers of odious fauors fwcete. 
,^/«.Odour$,odorous. 

P/r.Odours fauors fwcete; 

So hath thy breath,my deareft deare. 

But barke, a voyce ; ftay thou but hccre a while. 

And by and by I will to thee appearc. 

^uin. A ftrangcr Piramttt , then ere plaid here. 

TiSw/i Muft I fpeake now ? 

Da I 
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Pet, I marry muft you. For you muft vndcrftand he goei 
but to fee a noyfe that he heard, and is to come againe. 

ThjfMoA radiant Lilly white of hue. 

Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant brycr, 

Moft brisky luuenall.and eke moftloucly lew. 

As true as trueft horfc,that yet would ncuer tyre, 
lie mcete thee firamtu ,at Ninnies toombe. 

Pet.Ninsts toombe man .• why you muft not fpeake that 
yet ; that you anfwer to Piramtu i you fpeake all your part 
at once,cue$ and z\.Piramm enter,your cue is paft ; it is ne- 
wer tyre. 

Thyf.Ofii true as trueft horfe,that yet would neuer tyre» 
Pir.li I were (z\xc,Thisfy 1 were onely thine. 

Pet.O monftrous.O ftrange. We are haunted j pray ma- 
tters flyc mafters,helpc. 

^tf^.lle follow y oUjIlc leade you about a Round, ' 
Through bogge, through bulb, through brake, through 
Sometime a horfe lie be,fometime a hound, (bryer 

A hogge,a headlelTe beare,fometime a fire. 

And neigh, and barke,and grunt, and core, and burne, 

Like horfc,hound,hog,bearc,fire,at euery turne. Exiti, 
Bot.Why do they run away ? This is a knaucry of them 
to make me afeard.’ Enter Snesvt, 

Sn,0 'Bottontythoa art chang’d ; what do I fee on thee ? 
•Bef.What do you fee? you fee an alTe head of your own.. 
Do you ? 

■ Enter Peter quince, 

Pcr.Blefie thee 'Bottome,\i\eSe thee ; thou art tranflated* 

Exft, 

"Bot.! fee their knaucry ; this is to make an a(Te of me, to 
fright me if they could j but I will not ftir from this place, 
do what they can.I will walke vp and downe heere, and I 
will ling that they fliall heare I am not afraid.' ' A 
ThcWoofcllc6cke,foblackeofhew, ' . 

With Orange tawny bill, 

Cy The 
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The Throttle, with his note fo true, 

The Wren with little quill. « jo 

rrw»»Vi.What Angell wakes me from my flowry bed i 
Bot.lhe Finch, the Sparrow,and the Larke, 

The plainfone Cuckow gray ; 

Whofe note foil many a man doth marke, 

And dares not anfwer,nay. i-n. 

Forindeed,who would fet his wit to fofoolilh a bird ? 
Who would giue a bird thclye,tboughhe cry Cuckow, nc- 
uerfo? 

T^M.I pray thee gentle mottall,fing againe. 

Mine care is much enamored of thy note j 
On the firft view to fay, to fwcare 1 loue thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy ftiapc. 

And thy faire vertucs force (perforce) doth moue me, 

Bot. Mc-thinks miftrelTe, you Ihould haue little reafon 
for that : and yet to fay the truth,reafon and loue keepe lit- 
tle company together ,now adaycs.Thc more the pitty,that 
fomchoneft neighbours will not make them friends. Nay 
I can glecke vpon occafion. 

^f(*.Thou art as wife, as thou art beautifull, 
jBar.Not fo neither : but if I had wit enough to get out: 
ofthis woodjl haue enough to feruc mine owne turne. 

^M.Out of this wood,do not defire to goe. 

Thou (haltrematne here, whether thou wiltorno.. 
lam afpirit of no common rate; 

The Sommer ftill doth tend vpon my ftate,. 

And I dolouethee ; therefore go with me, 

Ife giue thee Fairies to attend on thee ; 

And they Iball fetch thee lewels from the deepe. 

And fing, while thou on prefTcd flowers doft fleepe 
And I will purge thy mortall groffenefle fo. 

That thou (halt like an ayry fpitii go. 
Te/ife-iIojfome,Cchre^yOHoth,and Mufiard-feed. 

Enter fessre Fairies. 

D 3 T4h 
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Frf/.Rcady ; and /, and /, and /.Where fliall we go ? 

Tita.'ic kindc and curtcous to this Gentleman, 

Hop in his walkes.and gambole in his eies, 

Feede him with Apricocks.and Dewberries, 

With purple Grapcs.grcene Figs,and Mulberries, 

The hony bags fteale from the humble Bees, 

And for night tapers, crop their waxen thighes. 

And li ght them at the fiery Glo w-wormes eies, 

To haue my loue to bed, and to arife 

And pluckc the wings from painted Butterflies, 

Tofanne the Moone-beames from his fleeping eyes. 

Nod to him Elucs,and do him curtefies, 

i,F4».Hailc mortall,haile* 

a.F^/.Hailc. 

3.F4/.Haile. 

Bot. I cry your worfliips mercy hartily ; I befeech your 
worfhips name. 

• Cob. Cobweb, 

Bot, 1 ftiall defire you of more acquaintance, good Ma- 
ftcr ^obweb : if / cut my finger, / fliall make bold with you. 
Your name honett gentleman ? 

Peaf. PeafeMofome. 

Bot. I pray.you commend me to miftrelTc ScjuaPo, your 
Mother , and to mafter your Father. Goodrr>after 

Peafe-blofome, / fhall defire you ofmore acquaintance to. 
Your name 1 befcech you fir ? 

Aduf. Muflard-feede. 

Bot. Good mafter cMtiiard feed, I know yout patience 
well : that fame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-bcefe hath de- 
uoured many a gentleman of your houfe. 1 promife you, 
your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. idefire 
you more acquaintance, good Mafter Afuflardfeed- 

TttajComc waitc vpon him,leade him to my bower. 
The Moone me-thit\ks,lookcs with a watry eie. 

And when flie wcepc»,wecpc euery little flower, 

Lamen- 



Eftit, 
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T atnenting fome enforced chaftity. 

^fve vp my louers tongue,bring him filently. 

^ SnterK of Fairtes R ohingood’^feUow* 

Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak’t ; 

Then what it was that next came in her eye. 

Which flic muft dote on,in extremity. 

Here comes my melTengcr ; how now mad fpuic. 

What night-rule now about this haunted groue 
PnckM'j miftrefle with a monfter is in loue, 

Neere to her clofe and confecrated bower. 

While (he was in her dull and fleeping bower, 

A crew ofpatches, rude Mechanicals, 

That wo^tke for bread,vpon Athenian ftalles. 

Were rriet together to rchcarfe a play, 

Intend^rd for great Thefens nuptiall day : 

The (hallo we ft thick-skin of that barren fort, 
\N^oPiramm prefcnted.in their fport, 

Forfooke his Scene.and entred in a brake. 

When 1 did him at this aduantage take. 

An Alfes nole I fixed on his head. 

Anon his muft be anfwered. 

And forth my Muinock comes : when they him fpy , 

As Wilde geefe, that the creeping Fowler eye. 

Or ruffed pared choughes,many in fort 
(Rifing and cawing at the guns report) 
Scuerthcmfclues,and madly fweepe the sky t 
So at his fight,away his fellowes flye. 

And at our ftampe,herc ore and ore one falles ; 

He murther cryes,and helpc from Athens cals. 

Their fenfethus weake,loft with their (cares thus ftrong. 
Made fcnfeleffe things begin to do them wrong. 

For briars and thornes at their apparell fnatch, , 

Some fleeuesjfome hats, from yeelders all things catch, 

I led themon in this diftraifted feare, 

And left fwceteFsir4»»«ttanflaicd there; 





A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

When in that moment (fo it cameto paffc) 

TytanU waked,and ttraightway lou’d an afle. 

O^.Thisfallcs out better then Tcould dcuife ; 

But haft thou ycilacht the v^thenians eyes. 

With the loue iuyce.as I did bid thee do ? 

Rob.\ looke him fleeping (that is Bni(ht to)> 

And the Athenian woman by his fide. 

That when he wak’t,of force (he muft be cyde. 

Enter Demetriut and Hermia. 

O^.Stand clofe, this is the fame t^itheniant 
Ao^.This is the woman, but not this the man. 

Deme.O why rebuke you him that loucs you fo ? 

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe. 

//er.Now I but chide.but I fhould vfe thee worfe. 

For thou (I feare) haft giuen me caufc to curfe. 

If thou haft flaine Lyfander in his fleepe, (to, 

Being ore (hooes in bloud, plunge in the deepe,andkill me 
The Sunne was not fo true vnto the day. 

As he to me. Would he haue ftollen away. 

From fleeping Hermia i He beleeuc as foonc 
This whole earth may be bor’d,and that the Moone 
May through the Center creepe,and fo difpleafe 
Her brothers noonetide,with iV Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou haft murdred him. 

So (hould a murderer lookc>fo dead.fo grim, 

Dem. So fliould the murdered looke,& fo (hould I, 
Pierft through the heart with your ftearne cruelty ; 

Y et you the murderer looke as bright, as cleare. 

As yonder Fenu/in her glimmering fpheare. 

Wlrr. What’s this to my Lyfander} where is he ? 

Ah good Demetrius thou giue him me ? 

Dem.lde rather ghie his carkalTe to my hounds. 
Her.Om dog.out curre,thou driu’ftme paft the bonds 
Of maidens patience.Haft thou flaine him then ? 
Henceforth be neuer numbred among men. 

^ Oh, 
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Oh,oncetcll true, euen for my lake, r v 

Ourft thou haue lookt vpon him,being awake ?. 

A nd haft thou kild him fleeping ? O braue tutch ; 

Could not a worme,an Adder do fo much ? 

An Adder did it.For with doubler tongue 
Then thine (thou ferpent) neuer Adder Rung, 

Pe>».You fpend your paflion on a mifpriz’d mood, ; 

I am not guilty of Lyfanders bloud : ^ 

Nor is he dead, for ought that 1 can tell, 

Her,\ pray thee tell me then.that he is well, 

Pfw, And if I could, what (hould Igct thcrefiarc f 
Her. A priuiledge,neuer to fee me more. 

And from thy hated prefence part I,feeme nomore. 
Whether he DC dead or no. Exit, 

Ufw.Therc is no following her in this fierce vaine, 
Heere therefore for a while I will remaine. 

So forrowes heauineffc doth heauicr grow. 

For debt that bankroiu flip doth forrow owe. 

Which now in fomc flight meafure it will pay. 

If for his tender heere 1 make fomc ftay. Lie deesne. 

What haft thou done ^ Thou haft miftaken quite. 
And hide the loue iuyee on fome true loucs fight ; 

Of thy mifprifion,muft perforce enfuc 
Some true loue turn’d, and not afalfe turnd true. 

^o^.Then fate ore-rules,that one man holding troth, 

A million faile,confounding oath on oath. 

O^. About the wood,goe fwifter then the winde, 

Knd Helenao^ tylthens looke thou finde. 

All fancy ficke (he is, and pale of cheerc. 

With fighes of loue, that cofts the frc(h bloud dearc. 

By fome illufion fee thou bring her heere. 

He charme his eics,againft (he do appeare, ' 

Robin. I go,I go,looke how I goc. 

Swifter then arrow from the Tartars bowe. Exit, 

O^. Flower of this purple die, 

E Hit 
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H it with archcry, 

Sinkc in apple of his eye. 

When his loue he doth cfpy. 

Let her fliinc as glorioufly 
As the VcHus of the sky. 

When thou wak’ffi,if (he be by, '= 

Beg of her for remedy. i i ■ 

enter Piteke. -- ‘ 

f»«r<e.Captaineof6ur Fairy band, . 

He/e«<«isheercathand, - n 

And the youth, miftooke by.mei - 

Pleading for a Louers fee. - 

Shall we their fond Pageant fee ? 

Lord, what fooles thefe mortals be ! 

O^.Stand afide : the noyfe they make. 

Will caufc Demetrittt to awake. 

?#c.Then will two at once wooc one. 

That muft-nceds be fpott alone : 

And thofe things do beft pleafe me. 

That befall prepofteroufly. 

Snter Ljfmder and Helena^ 

Lyf.Vi\ty fliould you think that I fhould wooe in fcorn? 
Scorne and derifion ncucr come in t#ares : 

Looke when 1 vow I weepe ; and vowes fo borne. 

In their natiuity all truth appeares. 

How can thefe things in me,fceme fcorne to you ? 

Bearing the badge of faith to prouc them true. 

Hel, You do aduance your cunning more and more. 
When truth kils truth, O diuelifli holy fray ! 

Thefe vowes arc Will you giuc her ore ? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh. 

Y our vowes to her, and me (put in two fcales) 

Will cuen weigh,and both as light as tales. 

- hy [.\ had noiudgemeht,whcn to her I fwote. 

^f/.Nor none in my minde,now you giuehci ore. 

tyi^ 
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l,y[fl>emetrttu loues her, and he loucs not you. 
©«».OHe/e«,goddeffc,nimph,perfea,diuine 
To what, my loue, (hall I compare thine cine ! 
Chriftall is muddy ,0 how ripe in Ihowe, 

Thv lips,tbofe kifling cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high r<*«r«#fnow, 
Fan’d with the Eafterne winac,turnes to a crow. 
When tliou hold ft vp thy band.O let me kiffc 
This Princeffe of pure white, this feale of bliHc. 

ma. O fpi ght ! 6 hell ! 1 fee you all are bent 
To fet againrt me, for your merriment, 

If you vvcrc ciuill,and knew curtefie. 

You would not do me thus much iniury. 

Can you not bate me,as 1 know you do, 

But you rouft loyne in foules to mockc me too ? 

If you wercmcn,as men you are in (bow, 
YoifwDuldxjot vfe a gentle Lady fo ; 

To vo w,aha fweare,and foperpraife my parts. 
When I am furc you hate me with your hearts. 

You both arc Riuals, and loue /feriw/4; ■ 

And oow bothRiuals,to mockc ) . 

A trim exploit, a manly enterptizc. 

To coniure tearcs vp in a poore maides eyes, 

With your dcrifion,nonc of noble fort, 

Would fo offend a virgine, and extort 
A poore foules patience, all to make you fport. 

Lyfan.Yoa are vnkinde Demetritui benotfo. 
For you loue Hermia 'y this you know I know ; 
And hecre with all good ■Will, with all my heart. 

In Hermioi loue 1 yeeld you vp my part ; 

And yours of Helenay to me bequeath. 

Whom I do loue,and will do to my death, 

ffe/.Neuer did mockers wafte more idle breath. 
‘Deme, lyfander^cc^e thy Hertnia^ will none 
If ere I lou’d her, all that loue is gone. 

E » 
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M y heart to hcr,biit as gucft-w ife foiournd. 

And now to f/(f/witi» home return’d, .>tv 

There to rcmaine. 

J^/It is not fo. 

Z>f«».Difparagc not the faith thou doft not know, 

Leaft to thy perill thou abide it deare, 

Looke where thy Loue comes,yondcr is thy deare. 

Enter Hermia, ' 

Hrr. Darke night, that from the eye his function takes. 
The care more quickeofapprchcnlion makes. 

Wherein it doth impairc the feeing fcnfe. 

It paies the hearing double recompcnce. 

Thou art not by mine eie, Ly finder found, 

Mine care (I thanke it) brought me to thy found. 

But why vnkindly didfi thou leauc me fo ? 

Ay/. Why (hould he flay, whonv loue doth preffeto go? 
Her, What loue could pteffe Lyfmder itom my fide ? ■’ 

Lyf. Lyfanders loue (that would not let him bide) 

Faire Helena ; who more ehgilds the night. 

Then all yon fiery oes,and eies of light. 

Why feck’ft thou me ^ Could not this make thee know* 
The hate I bare thee,made me Icaue thee fo I 
Her.You fpeake not as you thinke j it cannot be. 
He/.Loe,me is one of this confederacy. 

Now I perceiue,they haue conioynd all three. 

To fafhion this falfe fport,in fpight of me, 

Iniurioiis Hermiajcao^ vngratc&ll maide, i 

Haue you confpir’d,haue you with thefe contriu’d 
To baite mc.with this foule derifion? 

Is all the counfell that we two haue (hat’d. 

The fitters vowes.the houres that we haue fpent. 

When we haue chid the hafty footed time. 

For parting vs ; O, is all forgot ? 

All fchoole-daies friend(hip,child>hood innocence ? 

We Hermia , two artificial! gods, 

^ Haue 
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Haue with our needles, created both one flower, ' ' 

Both on one fampler, fitting on one culhioni 

Both warbling of one fong, both in one key ; 

As if our hands, our fides, voices, and mindcs 
Had bin incorporate.So we grew together, 

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted, ' ' ' 

But yet an vnion in partition, ^ 

Two louely berries moulded on one ftemme. 

So with two feeming bodies, but one heart. 

Two of the firft life coats in Heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crefti 

And will you rent our ancient loue aflmder, ^ 

To ioyne with men in feorning your poore friend 

It is not friendly ,tis not maidenly. 

Our fexe as well as I, may chide you for it, 

Though I alone do feele the iniury. 

Her.l am amazed at your words, , 

Ifcorneyounot;Itfeemesthatyoulcorncme. ’ ' 

Hel, Haue you not fet Lyfander,is in fcornc 
To follow me,and praife my eies and face ? 

And made your other Loue, 

(Who euen but now did fpurne me with his foote) 

To call me goddefle,nimph, diuine,and rare. 

Precious, ccleftiall ? Wherefore fpeakes he this 
To her he hates ? And wherefore doth Lyfander 

Deny your loue (fo rich within his foule) 

And tender me(forfooth) affection. 

But by your fetting on,by your confent ? 

What though 1 be not fo in grace as you. 

So hung vpon with loue, fo fortunate ? 

(But miferable moft.to loue vnloU’d) 

This you (hould pitty,ratherthen defpife. 

Her.l vnderftand riot what yoU meane by this. 

Hel.lf db,perfcuer,counterfeit fad lookes. 

Make mouthas vpon me when I turne my backc, 

E 3 . Winkc 



m 



A Midfpmmer nights Dreame. 

Winke eachac other ,holcl the fwcet^e ieaft vp j 
This fport well cartied^ftiallbe chronicled. 

If you haue any pitty, grace, or manners. 

You would not make me fuch.an argument. 

But faryewelljtis partly mine owne fault, 

VVhich death or abfence foone (hall remedy. 

£^/.Stay gentle iyf/(f»<*,hcare,myexcufe. 

My loue,my life, my foulc,faire fltUm. 
excellent 1 

i*r.Sweete,do not fcornc her fo. 

Dem.l? (he cannot, entreate, I can compell. 

I^/IThou canft compeU, no more then (he entreate. 
Thy threats haue no more ftrength then her weake praife. 
Helen, \ loue thcc,by my life I doc ; 

I fweare by that which 1 will lofc for thee. 

To prouc him falfc,that laics I loue thee not, 

Dem.\ fay, I loue thee more then he can do. 

Ljfli thou fay fo,wich-draw and prouc it to. 

Dem. QuickjCome. 

Her. whereto tends all this ? 

Lyf, Awzy, you Epfflope. 

Bern. No,no,hce’l feemc to breake loofc j 
Take on as you would folio vy, 

But yet comenot ;you*arc a tame man, go. 

Lyf.Hm^ off thou catjthou bur^ vile thing let loofc, 
Or 1 will fhake thee frqm me like aferpent. 

Her, Why are you growne fo rude ? . 

VVhat change is this,fweete Loue# j 

L^/.Thy loue ? out tawny 7Vr<ir, out ; 

Out loathed medicine ; d hated poifon hence, 

/fi’nDo you not ieaft? ^ ■, 

Yes footh, and fo do you, 

Ly f. Demetrius will keepe my wotd with thee. 

*Dem^ would 1 had your bond : for I perceiue, 

A weake bond holds you j ifc not truft your word. 
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tlf> VVhat,(hould I hurt her,ftrikc her, kill her dead ? 

Mtlmughlhatchcr.Ilenotharmeherfo. 

^ VVhat ? can you do me greater harme then hate ? 

Hate me, wherefore ?0 me, what newes my l.oue !* 

Am not I Hermia ? Arc not you Lyfander ? 

Iamasfairenow,asIwaserewhilc. 

Since night you lou’d me ; yet fincc night you left me, 
VVhy then you left me (6 the gods forbid^ 

In carncft.lballl fay? 

Z,7/:i,bymylifej 

And neucr did dclirc to fee thee more. ^ 

Thcreforebcout6fh6pe,ofqueftion,ofdoubt} o 

Be certainc ; nothing truer ; tis no ieaft, 

That I do hate thee, and loue : 

Hcr.O me, you iuggler,you canker blolTome, ^ 

You theefc of loue ;-what,haue you comeby night. 

And ftolnc my loues heart from him ? 

Z/ir/,FiHeifaith. 

Haue you no modefty,no maiden (hame, 

No touch of balhfulnclTc ? VVhat,will you tcare 

Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue ? 

Fie, fie, you countcrfet,you puppet,you, 

Her.Puppec ? why fo ? l,that way goes the game, 
Now Ipercciuetbat (hehaih made compare 
Betweeneour ftaturcs,(he hath vrg’d her height. 

And with, her perfonage.hcr tall parfonage. 

Her height (forfooth ) (he hath predaild with him. 

And are you growne ib high in his efteeme, 

Becaufe I am fo dwarfifh and fo low ? 

How low am I, thou paintedMay-pole/ Speaker 

HowlowamI? I amnotyctfolow, cu’f' 

But thatmy nailcs can reach vnto thine eyes. ^ 

Hel.l pray you though you mockc me, gentlemen,. 

Let her not hurt me ; I was neucr curft ; 
lbaucnogiftatallin(hrewilhne£fc: - ‘ *. 
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I am a.tight mai4 fpr ™y cpwarUizc ;;; '/ f - 

Let her not ttrikc me : you perhaps may thinke, 
Becaufe flie is forocthing lower then my felt'e, 

That I can match her* > . 

Lower ? harke.againe. 

Hel.Good H ermia, do kiothc fo bitter with me, 

1 eucrmore did iou e you Hermit, 

Did euet keepe your counfels,neuer wronged you, 
Saue that in loue vnto Demetrius, 

1 told him ofyour ftealth vnto this wood. . 

He followed you,for loue I followed him, -j 
But he hath chid me hcnce,and threatped me 
To ftrike mc.fpurne me, nay to kill me to j 
And now,fo you will let roe quiet goe. 

To ty4thens will I bearc my folly backe, ^ ^ 

And folio w you no further, Let me go. .. 

You fee how fimple, and how fond I am. 

Her. Why get you gone •• who ift that hinders you ? 
Hel.K foolifli heart, that 1 leaue hccre behinde. 
//>r.VVhat,with i^yjiwdCT'? 

Hel.Wkh Dettsetrists, 

Lyf. Be not afraidjfhc (hall not harrac thee Helena. - 
Dew.No fir, (he (hall not, though you take her part. 
JTe/.O when (hec’s angry ,(he is kcene and (hrewd. 
She was a vixen when (he went to fchoole. 

And though (he be but little, (he is fierce. 

iTer.Little againef Nothing but low and little? 
Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. 

Ly/Get you gone you. dwarfe, . 

You wwiww,of hindring knot grafle (hade, 

You bead, you acornc. ; q-% ' ■! Viii 

Dew.You are too officious, 

In her behalfe that fcornes your feruiccs. 

Let her alone, fpeake not of Heltna, 
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Take not hcrpart.For if thou doft intend 
Neuer fo little (hew of loue to her. 

Thou (halt abic it. 

^/Now (he holds me not. 

Now follow if thou dar’ftjto try whofe right. 

Of thine or mine, is moft in Helena. (Exit, 

Dcw.Follow ? Nay, He go with thee cheeke by iowle. 
Wcr.You Miftreffe,all this coyle is long of you. 

Nay, goe not backe. 

Hel. I will not truft you I, 

Not longer flay in your curft company. 

Your hands than mine,are quicker for a fray, 

/ My legs are longer though to runne away. 

Her. I am amaz’d, and know not what to fay. Sxemt, 

O^.Thib is thy negligence,ftill thou miftatlt. 

Or elfe commit’ft thy knaueries wilfully. 

Pttc^Bcleeac me,King of (haddowes,! miftooke. 

Did not you tell me, I (hould know the man. 

By the Athenian garments he hath on ? 

'' Andfofarreblamelelfeprouesmyenterprize, 

That I haue nointed an Athenians eyes. 

And fo farre am I glad.it fo did fort. 

As this their iangling I efteeme a fport. 

O^.Thou feeft thelc Louers feeke a place to fight. 

Hie therefore .Ro^/»,ouercaft the night. 

The ftarry Welkin couer thou anon. 

With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheron, 

And leade thefe tefty Riuals fo aftray. 

As one come not within anothers way. 

Like to Ljf fonder, (ometime frame thy tongue. 

Then ftirre Demetrisuyp wich bitter wrong ; 

And fometimcrailcthou like Denietrttts ; 

And from each other looke thou leade them thus. 

Till ore their browes, death-counterfeiting, fleepe 
With leaden Icdgs.and Batty wings doth creepe j 

^ Then 
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Then crufti this heatbc into Ly fenders cie, 

Whofe liquor hath this vertuous property. 

To take from thence all crror.with bis might. 

And make his cie bals rolle with wonted fight. 

When they next wake, all this derifion 
Shall feeme a drcame,and fruitleflc vifion. 

And backe to Athens (hall the Louers wend 
With lcague,whofe date till death fhall neuer end. 

Whiles 1 in this affaire do thee apply, 

11« to my Queene.and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then I will her charmed eie releafe 

From monfters view, and all things fhall be peace. 

Pw^.My Fairic Lord,tHis muft be done with haftc. 

For night fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faft. 

And yonder (bines Auroras harbinger ; 

At whofe approch.Ghofts wandring heerc and there, 
Troope home to Church-yards ; damned fpirits all,, 

That in croffe waies and flouds haue buriall* 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

Forfeareleaft day fhould looke their ftiames vpon. 

They wilfully themfelucs exile from light. 

And muft for aie confortwith blacke browd night, 

O^.But we are fpirits of another fort : 

IjWith the mornings loue haue oft made fport, 

And like a Fori eftcr,the groues may tread, 

Euen till theEafterne gate all fiery red. 

Opening on Neptme, w\th faire bleffed beames, 

Turncs into yellow gold.his fait greeneftreames. 

But notwithftandingha(ie,make no delay. 

We may effe61 this bufinc(Te,yet ere day, 

Pnek-Vp and downc.vp and downe, I will Icade them vp 
& downe .• 1 am fcard in field and towne. Gohlin, lead them 
vp and downe ; here comes one. Enter Lyfander, 

£. 7 /. Where art thou, proud ‘Demetrim ? Speak thou now, 
Re^.Here viUaine,dtawne and rcady.Wherc art thou ? 
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tyf-\ will be with thee ftraight. 
i?a^,Follow me then to plainer ground. 

Enter Demetritts. 

Dente. LyfanderSpakc againe } 

Thou runaw'ay,thou coward,art thou fled? 

Speake in fome bufli, Where doft thou hide thy head ? 

i?«l&.Thou coward,art thou bragging to the ftars. 
Telling the bulhes that thou look’ft for warres. 

And wilt not come ? Come recrcant,come thou childe, 
lie whip thee with a rod.He is defil’d 
That drawes a fword on thee. 

Dcwc. Yea,art thou there i 

Ro.Vollow my voice,wee’l try no manhood here. Exethtt, 
LyfM^ goes before me,and ftill dares me on. 

When I come where he calles,then hec’s gone. 

The villaine is much li ghter heel’d then I ; 

I followed faftjbut fafter he did flie ; 

That fallen am I in darke vneuen way. 

And here will reft me. Come thou gentle day : 

For if but once thou (hew me thy gray light. 

He finde DemetriuSiZaA reuenge this fpight. 

Rghinand Demetrisss* 

Roh. \io, hojho ; coward, why com’ft thou not f 
Abide me, if thou dar’ft.For well I wot. 

Thou runft before me,fliifting euery place. 

And dar’ft not ftand,nor looke me in the face. 

Where art thou ? 

Come hither,! am here. 

De.Nay then thou mockft me; thou (halt buy thisdearc. 
If cuerl thy face by day-light fee. 

Now goe thy way : faintneffe conftraineth me. 

To meafure out my length on this cold bed. 

By dales approch looke to be vifited, 

7^ Enter Helena. 

Hel.O weary night, 6 lon g and tedious night, 

F z Abate 
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Abate thy hourcs,(bine comforts from the caft, 

That I may backe to Athens by day-light. 

From thefc that my poore company deteft ; 

And fleepe that fometimes (huts vp forrowes eic, 

Steale me a while from mine ownc company* Sleeps, 

Yet but three f Come one more. 

Two of both kindes makes vp fourc. 

Here fhe comes,curft and fad, 

^«p/ifisaknauiftilad, Snter Hermia. 

Thus to make poore females mad. 

Hfr.Neuer fo weary.qeuer fo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the dew, and tome with briars, 

I can no further crawle,no further goe ; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my defires. 

Here will 1 reft me till the breakc of day, 

Heauens fliield Ly fonder M they meane a fray, 

Rob. On the ground fleepe found. 

He apply your eye gentle louer,remedy. 

W hen thou wak’fl,thou tak’ft 

True delight in the fight of thy former Ladies eie. 

And the Country Prouerbe knownc. 

That cuery man fhoiild take his owne. 

In your waking (hall be fhowne. 
/4c/^f(hallhaue//tf,nought(hall go ill, 

The man fliall hauc his Mare againe,and all (hall be well. 
Enter Qjifene of Fairies ^and Clorvne^md Fairies , and the 
Ktng behinde them. 

7/W.Come fit thee downe vpon this flowry bed, 
'^-While I thy amiable checkes do coy, 

And fticke muske rofes in thy fleeke fmoothe head. 

And kilfe thy faire large eares, my gentle ioy. 

Where’s Feafe-blojfome} 

Peaf. Ready. 

Clowne.SctztchmyhcidfPeafe-blojfome. Wher’s Moun* 
Hem Cobweb} Co^.Ready. 

Clown. 



f 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Midsurnmer Night’s Dream {sTC London, 



AMidfommers nights Dreame. 

C/ti.Mounfieur Cobweb, good Mounfieur g« y°ur 
oons in your hand, and kill me aired hipt humble-bee, on 
the top ofa thiftle ; and good Mounfieur bring me the ho- 
V bag. Doc not fret your felfe too much in the action, 
Mounfieur j and good Mounfieur haue a care the hony bag 
breake not, I would be loth to haue you ouerflownc with a 
hony-bag figniour.Wherc’s Mounfieur CHuftardfeed} 

Mnf.Kezdy. « tr j 

C/tf.Giuc me your neafc,Mounfieur AFafiardfied, 

Pray you leaue your courtefic,good Mounfieur. 

What’s your wil? 

flo. Nothing good Mounfieur, but to helpc Caualery 
Cobweb to fcratch, I muft to the Barbers Mounfieur, for 
me-thinkes I am maruailous hairy about the face. And I 
amfuchatenderalTc, ifmyhaire do but tickle me, I muft 
fcratch. 

T?f 4 .What,wilt thou hearc fomc fome mufick, my fweet 
loue? 

Clowne J hauc a reafonable good care in muficke. Let vs 
haue the tongs and the bones. 

Tita.Ot fay fweete Loue, what thou defireft to eate. 

C/flJv.Truely a peckcofprouender; I could mounch your 
good dry Oates. Me-tbinkes I haue a great defire to a bot- 
tle of hay : good nay, fweete hay hath no fellow, 

Tito. I hauc a venturous Fairy, 

That (hall feeke the fquirrels hoard. 

And fetch thee new Nuts; 



^/o.Ihad rather haue a handfullor tWoof dried peafe. 
But I pray you let none of your people ftir me,I hauc an ex- 
pofition of fleepe come vpon me. 

7)'r<j.Sleepc thou, and I will winde thee in my armes. 
Fairies be gone, and be alwaies away. 

So doth the woodbine,the fweete Honifuckle, 

Gently entwift ; the female luy fo 
Eatings the barky fingers ofthc Elme. 

E 3 O 
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t) how I loue thee ! how I dote on thee ! 

Snter Rolpin goodfellow, 

©^.Welcome good Rohm : feeft thou this fwcet fight » 

Her dotage now 1 do begin to pitty. 

For meeting her of late bchinde the wood. 

Seeking fweete fauors for this hatefull foolc, 

I did vpbraid her, and fall out with her. 

For llie his hairy temples then had rounded. 

With coronet of frelh and fragrant fiowers. 

And that fame dew which fomtime on the buds, 

VVas wont to fwell like round & orient pcarlcs ; 

Stood now within the pretty flouriets cies, 

Like teares that did their owne difgrace bcwailc. 

When I had at my pleafure taunted her. 

And flic in milde tcarmes begd my paticncCj 
I then did aske of her, her changeling childe. 

Which ftraight (he gauc me,and her Fairy fenc 
To bcare him to my Bower in Fairy Land, 

And now I haue the boy, I will vndoe 
This hatefull imperfefUon of her cies. 

And gentle Phc^, take this transformed fcaipe. 

From off the head of this ty^thenim fwaine ; 

That he awaking when the other do. 

May all to tyithens backe againe repaire. 

And thinke no more of this nights accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a dreamc. 

But firft 1 will releafe the Fairy Qiiccne. 

Be as thott veaft rvont to Be ; 

See as thou wafi wont to fie. 

Dians bud, or (^uptds flower, 

Hath fuch force and blejfidpawer. 

Now my Titania wake you, my fweete Queene. 

TVr^.My what vifions haue 1 fecne 1 
Me-thought I was enamored of an Affe. 

O^.Thcre lies your loue. 



r<w. 
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rir^.Howcamethcfethingstopaffc? 

Oh how mine cies doth loathe this vifagc now . 

^nb Silence a vt^\\t.Robin take of this head ; 

^ •„ tnuficke calUand ftrike more dead 
TifTcommon fleepc ; ofall thefe, fine the fenfe. 

^ tita Mufickc,ho muficke,fuch as charmeth fleepc. 
j,,/whcnthou wak’ft, with thine owne fooles eieipeep* 
otsoundmufick; come my Qgcen take hands withme 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe fleepers be. 

Now thou and I are new in amity. 

And will to morrow midntght.folemnly 
Dance in Duke Thefius houfe triumphantly, 

Andbleffeitto all faircpoftcrity. 

There (hall the paires of faithfull Louers be 
V Vedded,with Thefifu,i\l in iollity. 

Rob.?a\ry King,attfind andmarke, 

I do heare the morning Larkc. 

Oi&.Then my Qiieene in filence lad. 

Trip we after the sights fliade ; 

V Vc the Globe can compaffc foone. 

Swifter then the wandring Mobne, 

Tita.Comc my Lord,and inoiir flight. 

Tell me how it came this night. 

That 1 fleeping heere was found. 

With thefe mortals on the grounds , 

Enter Thefetis and all his tratne^ Wtndehcfnts^ 

Thef» Goc one of you,finde out the Forreftcr, 

For now our obferuation is perform d 5 

And fince we haue the vaward: of the day^ 

My Loue fhall heare the.mufickc of my hounds.r 
Vncouple in the W efterne valley, let them go y 
Difpatch I fay , and finde the Fbrrefter* 

We will fairc Queene, vp to the Mountaines top, , 

And marke tbcmuficall confufioil 

Of hounds and cccho in comunftlon* < ;! : i 
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Hif.\ was with Her/:»tei axiA Cadmus once, 

When'in a wood of C^eete they bayed the Scare 
With hounds of Sfarta ; ncucr did I hcare ^ 

Such gallant chiding.Forbefides the groucs. 

The skies, the fountaincs,cuery; region ncerc, 

Seemeall one mutuall cry.I ncuer heard 
So muficall a difcord,fuch fwecte thunder. 

ThefM'j hounds are bred out of the Spartan kindc. 

So flew’djfo fandcd.and their heads arc hung 
With cares that fweepc away the morning dew, 

Crooke knccd,and dew-lapt,like7'^fj(74//4» Buis, 

Slow in purfuite,but matcht in mouth like bels. 

Each vndcr cach.A cry more tuneable 

Was ncucr hollowd to, nor cheer’d with home. 

In Creete y\n Sparta, nor in TheJfaljr ; 

Judge when you hcarc.But foft,what nimphs arethefe? 

EgeusMy Lordjthis is my daugGter hecre afleepc. 
And this Lyfander,\.\\uT)emetritu is. 

This Helena,o\Ae Nedars Helena, 

I wonder of this being hecre together, 

T^tf.No doubt they rpfe vp early, to obferue 
The right of May ; arid hearing our intent. 

Came heere in grace of our folcmnity. 

But fpeakc Eg’cWjis not this the day 
That Hermia fliould giue anfyver of her choyfc i 
.^^c^.ltjSjmyLord. " 

Th.Go bid the huntfmen vyake them, with their homes. 

Shout withiKyth^ all flart vpjf'inde homes, 

ThefiGood morrow friends : Saint V^alentine is paft. 
Begin thefe. wood birds but to couple now ? 

I.j'f .Pardon, my Lord, ■ j.-i-. 

T^e/.Ipray you allftandvp.fi.. .. 

Iknow you two arc Riuall enemies. 

How comes this gentle concord in the \Vorl4, 

That hatred is foiarrc from, icaloufie, .. « 
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To fleepc by bate, and feare no enmity. 

Lyf- My Lord,I ftiall reply amaxedly, 

Halfe flccpe.halfe waking.But as yet, I fwearC, 

I cannot trucly fay how 1 came here. 

But as I ihinke (for trucly would I fpeake) 

And now I do bethinke me, fo it is ; 

I came with Hermia hithcr.Our intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without thepcrill of the Athenian Law, 

E^tf.Enough, enough my Lord : you hauc enough j 
I beg the Law,thc Law.vpon his head : 

They would haue ftolnc away , they would, PcMcmVw, 
Thereby to haue defeated you and me : 

You of your wife,and me of my confent ; 

Ofmy confcnt.that (he ftiould be your wife. 

Dem.tAy Lord.faire Helen told me of their ftealth, 
Ofthis their purpofe hithcr,to this wood. 

And I in fury hither followed them ; 

Fairc Helena fancy followed me. 

But my good Lord, I wot not by what power 
(But by fome power it is) itty loue 
To H/riw/4 (melted as the fnow) "■ 

Seemes to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude. 
Which in my childehood I did dote vpori ; 

And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, . 

The obie^l: and the pleafurc of mine cie. 

Is onely Helena,!! ohex, my Lord, 

Was I bcthroth’djCre I fee Hermia, 

But like a nckne(Te,did I loathe this food. 

But as in health,come'to my naturall tafte. 

Now do I wifli it, loue it, long for it. 

And will for euermore be true to it. 

Ti&f/IFaire Louers,you are fortunately met j 
Of this difcourfe.we will hcare more anon* 

I will’ oaerbeare your will ; 

G For 
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F or in the Temple,by and by with v», 

Thefc couples (hall eternally be kmt. 

And for the morning now is fomething wornc, 

Our purpos’d hunting (hall be fet a(idc. ' 

Away, with vs to ty^thens i three and three, 

Wce’l hold a fcaft in great folemnity. 

Come HtffolitA. Sxit, 

Deme. Thefc things feemc fmall and vndiflinguilhable, 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds. 

Her.Mc-thinks I fee thefe things with parted eie. 

When cuery thing feemcs double. 

//e/.So me-thinkes ; 

And I hauc found DtMetrim,X\Vc aicwcll. 

Mine ownc,and not mine owne, 

’Dem.Kxt you Cure 

That we are awake # It feemes to mc» 

That yet we flcepc,we dreame.Do not you thinke, 

The Duke was heere,and bid vs follow him t 
Her.Yca, and my Father, 

Bel. And HipfoUtx, 

Lyf.kad he bid vs follow to theTemple. 

Dent.'^hy then we arc awake j let’s follow binj,and by 
the way let vs recount our dreames. Exit, 

C/(». When my cue comcs.call me, and I will anfwer. My 
next is,moft fairc Peramfu.Vicy ho. Peter Qnmce} Flute the 
bcllo wes-mender ? Sneut the tinker ? Starueling i Gods my 
life ! Stolnc hence, and left me afleepe •• I haue had a moft 
rare vifion.Ihauc had a dreame, paft the wit of man, to (ay, 
what dreame it was. Man is but an A(Te,if he go about to 
expound this dreame, Me-thought 1 was, there is no man 
can tell what. Me-thought I was, and mc-thought I had. 
But man is but patcht a fooIe,if he will offer to fay, what 
me-thought, I had. Theeie of man hath not hcard,the care 
of man hath not feency mans hand is not able to taftc, his 
tongue to concciuc,nor his heart to rcport,whai my dream 
. I was. 
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was.I will gttPeter Quince to write i Ballet of this dream, 
\i(^i\\\>ecaVi^^ettomet Dreame, bccaufeithath nobot* 
tome ; and I will (ing it in the latter end of a play, before 
the Duke. Pcraduencure,to make h the more gracious, I 
(hall (ing it at her death. Exit, 

Stiter Quince f Flute yThithte, and the rahhle. 

you fent to Bottemes houfe ? Is he come home 

yet? 

Flute. Be cannot be heard of. Out of doubt hce is tranf- 
ported. 

Thif.li he come not, then the play is mard. It goes not 

forward, doth it? 

Quin, ItisnotpofTible: yoiihauenotamaninalle//. 
,ablc to difeharge but he. 

Thif, No, he hath hmply the beft wit of any handy-craft 
man in Athens, 

^w.Yca,and the beftperfontoo,and heis a veryPara- 
rooar,for a fweete voyce. 

Thif. You muft fay, Paragon. A Paramour is (God blefTe 
vs) a thing of nought. ■' 

Enter Snug the I^ner, 

Snug, Maftcr$,the Duke is comming from the Temple, 
and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more married. 
If our fport had gone forward, we had all beene made men. 

I'hifO fweete bully 'Bottome : thus hath be loft fixpence 
aday.duringhislifc; he could not haue feaped fixpence a 
day. And the Duke had not giuen him fixpence a day for 
playing Piramut^le be hang'd. He would haue deferued 
it.Sixpcnce a day in piramue, or nothing, . 

■r:. ' Enter ’Bottome, u 

Where are thefe Lads i Where are thefc hearts i 
Ql^n. iSerreMCy 6 moft coutagious day ! O moft happy 
houre! or - 

■ G a Bot, 
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Bat. Mafters, I acn to difcoutfc wonders; butaskemee 

not what. For if I tell you, I am not true JthemoHj will tel 
you euery thing right as it fell out» 

0«i».Letvsheare,fwecteBe^. . 

15. Not a word of me : all that I will tell you, is, that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell together, good 
ftrings to your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, meete 
ptefentlyat tbePalace, eueriemanlookcorchispart : for 
the Ihort andithe long is, our play is preferd. In any cafe let 
Thiih hauc cfeane linnen t and let not him that plaies the 
Lion,pairetbis nailes, for they (hall hang out for the l^ons 
clawes.Ahd moft dcatc Actors, cate no Onions, nor Gar- 
licke ; for we are to vtter fwectc breath,and I do not doubt 
but to hearc them fay, it is a fwcete Comedy. No more 

words; away, go away. 

Enter fhefenSyHipfolit4, and Philojfrate, 

ftrangc my ThefetUythzt thefelouers fpeakeof, 
TheMorc ftrange then truc.I neuer may beleeuc 

Thefc anticke fables,nor thefe Fairy toies, 

Louers and mad menhaue fuch feeding braines, 

Such fhaping phaniafies.that apprehend more 
Then code reafon euer comprehends. 

The Lunatickc,the Louer,and the Poet, 

Arc of imagination all compaft. 

One fees mote diuels then vafte hell can hold ; 

That is the mad man.The Loucr,all as frantickc. 

Secs Helens beauty in a brow of Sgipt* 

The Poets eie in a fine frenzy rolling,doth glance 
From heauen to earth,from earth to heauen. 

And as imagination bodies forth the formes of things 
Vnknowoc ; the Poets pen turnes them to (hapes. 

And giues toairynothing,alocallhabitatiMj 

And a name.Suchtrickes hath ftrong imagination, 

7 - That 















A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

That if it would but apprehend fome ioy. 

It comprehends fome bringer of that ioy. 

Or in the night,imagining fome fearc. 

How eafie is a bufh fuppos’d a Beare ? 

Hip.Bw all the ftory of ttic night told oucr. 

And all their mindcs transfigur’d fo together. 

More witneffeth than fancies images. 

And growes to fomething of great conftancy ; 

But howfocucr, ftrangc and admirable. 

Enter loners : Lyfander, JDemetritu, Hermia,and HeUnat 
Thef. Here come the loucrs,full of ioy and mirth ; 

Ioy, gentle friends, ioy and frelli daics 
Of louc accompany your hearts. 

Lyf, More then to vs,waite in your roialiwalkes, your 
boord, your bed. ^ ' « n 

Thef. Come now, what maskes, what dances uiall wee 

hauc. 

To weare away this long age of three houreS) 

Betweene or after fupper, and bed-time ? 

Where is our vfuall manager of jnirth ? 

What Reuels arc in hand ? Is there no play. 

To cafe the anguiCh of a torturing hourc ? 

Call Philoftrate. 

Philo.HcctcmightyThefetts, 

T/&ey^Say, what abridgment haueyou for this cuening? 
What maskCjWhat muficke ? how ftiall we beguile 
The lazie time,if not with fome delight ? 

J*4»/.There is abriefe,how many fports are rife. 

Make choife of which your Highneffe will fee firft. 

Thef The battell with the Centaurs to be fung 
By an Eunuch,to the Harpe. 

W'ec’l none of that. That haue 1 tolde my Loue, 

In glory ofmy kiofman 
The riot of the tipfie Baehanals, 

G 3 
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Tearing the ThrAcian finger, in their rage ? 

That is an olde deuice ; and it was plaid, 

When I from Thebes came laft a Conqueror. 

The thrice three Mufcs, mourning for the death 
Of learning,late dcceaft in beggeryi 
That is fomc keene and criticall. 

Not forting with a nuptiall .ceremony. 

A tedious btiefe Scene of young firamm. 

And his Loue Thtsby ; very tragicall mirth ? 

Merry and tragicall ? Tedious and briefe ? That is hot Ice, 
And wondrous ftrange Snow. Howihall we findc the con- 
cord of this difcord f 

Vhilo.h play there is,my Lord.fome ten words long. 
Which is as briefe, as 1 haue knowne a play ; 

But by ten word$,my Lordjit is too long ; 

Which makes it tedious For in all the play^ 

There is not one word apt, one plaict fitted, 4 v 

And tragicall, my noble Lord,it is : for Viramm 
Therein doth kill himfelfe. Which when I faw 

Rchearft,! muft confeffe, made mine eies water ; 

But more merry tcarcs thc paifion of loud laughter- 

Ncuerfhed. I ^ ^ ' 

T/w/I What are they that do play it ? 

Vhilo. H ard handed men, that workc in Athens here. 
Which ncucr labour’d in their mindcs till now ; 

And now haucioyled their vnbreathed memories,, ; 
With this fame play, againft your nuptiall. 

Thef. And we will hearc it. 

Tlii.Nojmy noble Lord.it is not for you.l haue heard 
It ouer,and It is nothing, nothing in the world j 
Vnlclfe you can finde fport in their intents. 

Extremely ftrctcht, and cond with cruell paine, 

To do you fcruicc. 

Thef.l will heare that play .For neuer any thing 
Can be ami(fe,whcn fimplcnelfc and duty tender it. 

Goe 
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Coe bring themin,and take your places, Ladies. 
jjlp l loue not to fee wretchednelfc ©recharged ; 

Andductymhisferuiceperiniisg. 

Thef. Why gentle fweete,you mail fee no fuch thing 
W. He faics, they can do nothing in this kinde. 
TAf.The kinder we,to giue them thanks for nothing* 
Our fport (hall be,to take what they miftakc : 

And what poore duty cannot do, noble refpeft 

Takes it in might,not merit. 

Where 1 haue come,great Clearkes haue purpofed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes ; 

Where I haue fecne them ftiiuer and looke pale. 

Make periods in the mid ft of fcntences. 

Throttle their praiftiz’d accent in their fcarcs, 

And in conclufion,dumbly haue broke off. 

Not paying me a wclcome.Truft me fweetc> 

Out ofthis filcnce yet,I pickt a welcome ; 
Andinthemodefty of fearefull duty, 

1 read as much,as from the ratling tongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence, 

Loue therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity, 
Inleaft.fpeakemoRitomy capacity* 

Philo.So plcafe your Grace,the Prologue is addreft. 
P<»;^tf.Lct him approach. 

Enter the Prologue. 

Pro. Ifwc offend, it is with our good will. 

That you {hould thinke,we come not to offend. 

But with good will. To fhew our fimple skill. 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confider then,we come but in defpight. 

VVe do not come,a$ minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight, 

VVe are not heere.That you Ihould here repent you,. 
The A 6 fors are at hand 5 and by their fhow. 

You (hall know all,that you are like to know. 
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ThepTh^is fellow doch not ftaud vpon points. 

Lj/. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt; hee 
knowes not the ftop.A good morall my Lord. It is not e. 
nough to fpeakc,but to I'peakc true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on this Prologue, likea childc 
on aRecorder,a found,but not in gouernment. 

Thef.liis fpcech was like a tangled chaine ; nothing im- 
pairedjbut all difordered. Who is next ? 

Enter Tjramm and Moone-JhtnejOnd Lyon. 

Trohgne. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this fliow, 
But wonder on, till truth make all things plaine* 

This man is P/r4w/w, if you would know j 
This beautious ’LiA'jPthUby is ccrtainc. 

This man with lyme and toughcaft, doth prefent 
Wall, that vile wall, which did ihefe louers funder : 

And through wals chinkc(poore foules) they are content 
To whifper.Atthe which, let no man wonder. 

This man, with Lanthorne,dog,and bufh of thornc, 
Prefenteth moone-{hine.For if you will know. 

By moone-lbine did thefc Louers thinke no fcorne , 

To meete at toombe,there,therc to wooe ; 

This grizly bcaft (which Lyon hight by name) 

The trufty ThUbj^ comming firft by night, 

Did fcarre away, or rather did affright ; 

And as Ike fled,hcv mantle fhe did fall ; 

Which Lion vile with bk>ody mouth did ftainc. 

Anon comes Pirrtw«f,fwecteyouth and tall, 

And Andes his trufty Thubies Mantle flaine ; 
Whereat,with blade,with bloody blamefull blade. 

He brauclybroacht bis boiling bloody breaft, 

And Tfe»^,tarrying in Mulberry (hade, 

His dagger drew, and dicd.For all the reft. 

Let Lym, iMene-jhine, fVallyZad Louers iwainc. 

At large difcourfe,while here they do remainc. __ 
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Thef. I wonder if the Lyon be to fpeake. 

Beme.i^o wonder,my Lord; one Lion may, when many 
Aflcs do. 

Exit Lyon, Thisby, and Moone-Jhine, 
ITall.ln this fame Interlude it doth befall. 

That I,onc flute (by name) prefent a wall ; 

And fuch a wall,as I would haue you thinke. 

That had in it a crannied hole or chinke ; 

Through which the Louers, P/r4/w«# and Thisby, 

Did whifper often,very fecretly. 

This lome,this roughcaft, and this ftonc doth (how. 

That I am that fame wall ; the truth is fo. 

And this the cranny is, right and finifter. 

Through which the fearefull Louers are to whifper. 

Thef. Would you defire lime and haire to fpeak better i 
Deme. It is the wittieft partition, that euer Ihearddif- 
courfe,my Lord. 

Thef. Piramtu drawes ncercthe wall,filence. 

Pirjo grim lookt night.6 night with hue fo blacke, 

0 night, which euer art,whcn day is not ; 

G night, 6 night,alackc,alacke,alacke, 
ifearemy Thisbies^Totn\{e is forgot. 

And thou 6 wall, 6 fweetc,6 louely wall. 

That ftandsbetweene her Fathers ground and mine. 

Thou wall, 6 wall, 6 fweete and louely wall, 

Shew me thy chinke,to blink through with mine eine. 
Thanks courteous wall, lone fhield thee well for this. 

But what fee I ? No Thtsby do I fee. 

O wicked walkthrough whom 1 fee no blifte, 

Curft be thy ftones,for thus deceiuing me. 

Thef. The wall me.thinks being fenfible,fhould curfc a- 



gatne. 



P/V.No in truth fir, he fliould not.DeceiHing me. 
Is Thisbies cue ; fhe is to enter now,and I am to fpy 
Her through the wall. You fhall fee it will fall 

H 
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Pat as I told you j yonder ftie comes. Enter Thishie, 

Thif, O walljfull often haft thou heard my mones. 

For parting my faire Piramtie, znd me. 

My cherry lips haue often kift thy ftones ; 

Thy ftones with lime and haire knit now againe. 

'Pyra. 1 lee a voice ; now will I to the chinke. 

To fpy and I can heare my Thtsbies face. Thuhj > 

Thtf.My Loue thou art.my Lone I thinke. 
jpir.Thinke what thou wilt, I am thy Louers grace. 

And like LimanderjZm I trufty ftill. 

Thif. And I like the fates me kill. 

Pir.Not Shafalm to Procrm,'fni fo true. 

Thif As Shafalpu to Procrus^l tp you. 

‘Pir.Okiffe me through the hole of this vile wall.i 
Thif\ kiffe the wals hole, not your lips at all. 

P/r. Wilt thou at Ninnies toomb meetc me ftraightway ? 
Tib/fiTide life, tide death, 1 come without delay. 
WAlLlkvts haue I Wall,nvf part difeharged fo; 

And being done,thus W'aUvftvf doth goe. 

P«,Now is the Moon vfed bctwecne the two neighbors, 
Pewe.Noremcdy.my Lord, when wals arc fo wUfull, to 
heare without warning. 

Z5»rcib.This is the fillieft ftuffethat ere 1 heard. 

Dwj^.The beft in this kinde arc but fliadowes, and the 
worft arc no worle,if imagination amend them. 

Duteh.^t. muft be your imagination then, and not theirs. 
D«/^.Ifwec imagine no worfe of them then they of them* 
fellies, they may palfcfor excellent men. Hccrc come two 
noble bcafts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Enter Lyon and i^oone-fhine, 

LyonNoa Ladies, you (whofc gentle hearts do feare 
The fmalleft monftrous moufc that crccpcs on floorc) 

May now perchance, both quake and tremble hcere. 
When Lyon rougb,in wildeft rage doth roare« 

Then know that I,as Snt*g the ioyncr am 

h 
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A Lyon fell, nor elfe no Lyons damme, 

For if I fliouid,as Lyon come in ftrife. 

Into this place,t’were pitty on my life, 
mke-A very gentle beaft, and ofagoodconfcicncc. 
Pcwf.Thc very beft at a beaft, my Lord,ihat ere I faw, 
Lyf.T\ds Lyon is a very Fox for his valour. 
2?»;^tf,True,and aGoofc for his diferetion. 

Ce.Not fo my Lord. For his valour cannot carry his dis- 
cretion ; and the Fox carries the goofe. 

Duke. His diferetion I am fure cannot carry his valour. 
For the Goofe carries not the Fox. It is well j leauc it to his 
diferetion, and let vs hearken to the Moone. 
M«»«.Thislanthornc doth the horned Moone prefent. 
DemeMe fhould haue worne the homes on hit head. 
Dak; He is no crcfcent,and his homes arc inuiftble, with- 
in the circumference. 

THoone. This lanthorne doth the horned Moone prefent. 
My felfc,the man ith’Moone do feeme to be. 

Dakf. This is the greateft error of all the reft ; the man 
fliould be put into the Lanthorne. How is it clfc the man 
i’th Moone ? 

Dem.iie dares not come therefor the candle. 

For you fee, it is already in fnuffe. (change, 

Dutch, I am weary of this Moone ; would he would 
Dake.h appearcs oy his fmall light of diferetion, that hee 
is in the wane ; but yet in curtcfie.in all rcafon,wc muft ftay 
the time. 

Lyfand. Proceed Moone. 

Moone. All that I haue to fay,is to tell you,that the Lan- 
thorne is the Moone; I.thcmanin the Moone; this thornc 
bufli.my thorne bufti,and this dog, my dog. 

Dome. Why all thefe fhould bee in the Lanthorne ; for 
they are in the Moone.But filence,heere comes Thisby, 

Enter Thisby. 

"I h. This is old Ninies toomb : wher’s my loue ?, Lyon.^h 

Ha Dent* 
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©fw.Well toard Lyon. 

®«%.Wcll runnc Thisbie, 

Dutch* Well flioone Moone. T rucly the Moone Chines 

vvith a good grace. ^ 

Well mouz’d Lyon. 
iJm.And then came Piramus. 

Ljfhad fo the Lyon vaniflit. 

Enter Piramut. 

Pyr tSvitete Moone.I thank thee for thy funny beames, 

1 thanke thee Moone, for ftiining now fo bright. 

For by thy gracious, golden, glittering beames, 

1 truft to take of truclt Thisbte fight. 

But ftay : o fpight ! but marke,poore knight. 

What drcadfull dole is here f 
Eyes do you fee ! how can it be ! ‘ 

O dainty ducke, 6 dearc ! ^ 

Thy mantle good, what ftaind with blood ? 

Approach ye Furies fell, 

O fates come,come,cut thred and thrum, 

Quailc,crufh,conclude,and quell. 

'Z>»ie.This paflion.and the death of a dcare friend would 
goc ncerc to make a man looke fad. 

D«tcfc.Bc{hrew my heart, but 1 pitty the man. 

Pir.O wherefore Nature, didft thou Lyons frame i 
Since Lyon vilde hath heerc defiour d my deare j 
Which is,no,no, which was the fan eft dame 
That liu’djthat lou’d.that lik’t,that look’t with checre. 
Coraetcares confound,out fword and wound 
The pap of Pyramtu : 

I, that left pap, where heart doth hop ; 

Thus die 1, thus, thus, thus. ^ , , , 

Now am I dead, now am I fled,my foule, is in the sky. 
Tongue lofe thy light,Moone take thy flight. 

Now dye,dyc,dye,dye,dyc. ' , 

: f)ew.NoDie,but an ace for him ; for he is but one. 
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^.iifiLefle then an ace man.For he is dead,he is notlung, 
Duke. With the helpc of a Surgeon,he might yctrcco- 

uer and prouc an a(Tc. - . * r 

'Z)«rci^.How chance Moone-lhme is gone before? 
fhtsby comes backe,and Andes her I ouer. 

DukfShe will finde him by ftar-light. Here (he comes, 
and her paftion ends the play. 

2 )«t.Me-thinkcs flie fhould not vfe a long one for fuch 
a firanttu ; I hope flie will be bricfc. 

Dem. A Moth will turne the ballance, which Piramuty 
vi\\\chThisbie is the better.- hcfeforanian,Godwarndvs; 
{beforawoman,GodblefTevs; ' 

Eyf She hath fpied him alrcady,with thofc fweete cies. 
Z)cw And thus flie mt&nts,viddkit. 

Th'tf. Afleepe my Loue What,dcad my Doue ? 



O Piramus arife^ 

Spcake,fpcake.Quite diimbc ? Dead, dead ? A toorobe 
Muft couer thy fweete cies. 

Thcfe lilly lips,this cherry nofe, 

Thefe yellow cowflip checkes 

Ate gone, arc gone ; Louers make monc : 

His eyes were greene as Leek es. ’ 

0 fifters thrcc,come,come to me. 

With hands as pale as riiilke, 

Lay them in gorc,finceyoa haue fliorc 
With flicercs ,his thred of filke'. 

Tongue not a word, come trufty fwbrd, 

Come blade,niy breaft irabrew': 

And farwell friends,thus Thisbie ends ; 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, 

nwi^.Moone-fliinc and Lyon are l^ft to bury the deadi. 

2)e»»e.l, and Wall too. 

Lyon. No, I aflure yon ihe wall is dbwne, ihatpartcd 
theirFathers. Will it pleafe you to fee the Epilogue* orto 
heare a Bereomask dancc,bctwcenc two of our company ?, 

H 3 
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Dttkf. No Epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs fio 
excufc. Neucr excufc ; for when the players are all dead, 
there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that writ it,had 
plaid Piramust and bang’d himfelfe in Thisi/ies garter, it 
would haue becne a fine Tragedy : and fo it is truely , and 
very notably difeharg’d* Butcome,yourBurgomaske; let 
your Epilogue alone. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath toldc twclue. 

Louers to bcd.tis almoft Fairy time. 

I feare we fhall out-fleepe the comming morne. 

As much as we this night haue ouer-watcht. 

This palpable groffe play hath well beguil’d 
The heauy gate of night,Sweet friends to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this folemnity, 

In nightly Rcuels, and new iollity. Exeunt^ 

Enter T’ucke. 

P«c/^.Now the hungry Lyons rores. 

And the Wolfe beholds the Moone j 
Whilft the heauy ploughman fnores. 

All with weary taske fore-done. 

Now the wafted brands do glow, 

Whilft the fcritcb-owle,fcritchingloud. 

Puts the wretch that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a fhrowd. 

Now it is the time of night. 

That the graues, all gaping wide, 

Euery one lets forth his fpright. 

In the Churchway paths to glide. 

And we Fairies.that do runnne. 

By the triple Hecatet teame. 

From the prefence of the Sunne, 

Following darkneffe like a dreame, 

Now are frollicke ; not a Moufe 
Shall difturbe this hallowed houfe. 

1 am fent with broome before, 
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To fwcepc the duft behinde the doore. 

King and Qttfene of Fairies j»ifh their trainee 
0 ^. Through the houfe giuc glimmering light, 
gy dcild and drowfic ficfy 

Euery Elfc and Fairy fpright. 

Hop as light as bird from brier. 

And this Ditty after me,Sing and dance it trippingly^ 
TVM.Firft rebearfc this fong by roate. 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 

Will we fing and bleflc this place. 

O^.Now vni ill the breake ofday. 

Through this houfe, each Fairy ftray* 

To the beft bride-bed will we. 

Which by vs fhall blcfled be : 

And the ifluc there create,,. 

Euer fliall be fortunate : 

So ftiall all the couples three, 

Euer true in louing be : 

And the blots of Natures hand, 

Shall not in their ifluc ftandi 
Neucr molc,hare-lip,nor fcarre, 
NormarkeprodigiouSjfuch as are 
Defpifed in natiuity,. 

Shall vpon their children be. 

With this field dew confecratc, 

Euery F airy take hi s ga tc. 

And each feuerall chamber blefte^ 

Through this Palace,withfwecte peace*, 

Euer fhall in fafety reft, 

And the owner of it bleft. 

Trip away, make no ftay ; 

Meetc me all,by breake ofday. Exeunu 

Pu^/».If we ftiadowes haue offended, 

Thinkc but this (and all Is mended) 
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That youhaue but flumbred herte. 

While this vifions did appears. 

And this wcake and idle theamc, 

No more yeelding but a drcarne« 

Gentles.do not reprehend. 

If you pardon,we will mend. rr^ - 
And as I am an honeft Puck£, 

Ifwchaue vneamedlucke. 

Now to fcapc the Serpents tongue, 

We will make amends ere long ; 
ElfcthePwf^falyarcall. . 

/ So good night vnto you all. 

'Giue me your handsjifwc be friends. 

And Rchn (hall reftorc amends, 

FINIS. 
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